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Electric Light is Now Cheaper = 


At one sweep the cost of Electric Light has been cut in two by 
the invention of a new lamp which fits any electric light socket 


General & Electric 


TUNGSTEN LAMPS 





Price $50.00 


A Tel for E verething 
and Every Tool in its Place 


To do accurate work you need accurate 
tools. A rip saw won't cut a fine mitred 
joint, a pocket knife won’t do the work 
of a chisel. The best tools made are soon 
dulled and lose their accuracy if allowed 
to batter about carelessly. 


KEEN KUTTER 


TOOL CABINETS 


contain every kind of useful tool. “They are complete according to their price 
—$8.50 to $125.00. Every tool isa Keen Kutter tool, the most perfect of its 
kind, thoroughly tested and fully guaranteed by the Keen Kutter trade mark. 
Don’t make the mistake of picking up an unknown tool here and there. Get 
a Keen Kutter lool Cabinet, the only complete line of high grade tools made 
under one name and trade mark. 


i ‘‘The Recollection of Quality Remains Long After the Price is Forgotten’’ 
wt Trade Mark Registered—E. C. Simmons 


If not at your dealer’s, write us. 


General Electrit Company Deot.42 Schenectady, N. Y. _ | SIMMONS HARDWARE COMPANY (Inc.), St. Louis and New York, U.S. A. 


The Largest Electrical Manufacturer in the World 





st beautiful example of Electric 
Lig'ting ever seen. The General Electric Tungsten Lamp was used exclusively—the highest tribute of the Electric Lighting World. 


A night picture of Madison Square Garde", New York, during the recent Electric Show—the mot 


Ask your Electric Light Company about this new lamp = 
to-morrow morning. Find out why it is so economical. 
Learn how you can now have Electric Light at one-half 
the old cost. When you have these new facts you will 
plan to use Electricity immediately. a ee 








Here is the lamp and the carton it comes in. Accept only 
the genuine General Electric Tungsten Lamp. The G.E. mon- 
ogram on box and lamp is its guarantee. 

This lamp has a new metal filament which uses less than 
half the Electricity used in old style lamps of equal candle power. 


— —_— (STANDARD SMALL BULB) 
It burns at any angle and has an average life of one year or 800 





hours” use. 


Standard Sizes—Watts Used 25 40 60 100 250 


(Candlepower is four-fifths total watts used.) 











G.E. 32 Candle, 
40 Watt Tungsten ( 


Lamp. 





Valuable Information on Electric Lighting is oe 
in G.E. Tungsten Booklet No. 35. Write us for it. 














More Than a 
Mere Gift 


| Sage the fountain pen you give combine unusual 
convenience and utility. Let it be the Conklin 
Pen, the pen that fills itself without the aid of a mussy 
separate dropper, and that is easily cleaned without 
taking pen apart—the self-filling fountain pen With- 
out intricate parts, pistons, valves, plunger-rods, wires, 
washers, screw-joints, etc. The real key-note of 


CONKLIN’S 


Self-Filling IF A Ii | 
Fountain Pen ‘u) (ma | Sake we 


is simplicity; so simple it cam’f get out of order. Merely a _: 1910 
thumb pressure on Crescent-Filler fills and cleans the Conklin ag 


: etm Fe) ry 
instantly. For eleven years the standard of perfection in self- “oat 
filling fountain pens. A\ll others are substitutes. The correct \ Moen 


feed principle insures absolutely perfect writing qualities. \ \ y 
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Has the only five year guaranteed ink reservoir. 
And that is why the Conklin Pen is more than a mere gift. 


It daily recalls the giver by its faithful work. 


Finest 14 k hard, iridium-tipped gold pens—all points. Nibs for mani- § 
folding. Sold in handsome Caristmas boxes. At dealers everywhere. 6) nG \ N Packard Motor Car Company 


Prices, $3.00, $4.00, $5.00 to $15.00. Detroit, Michigan 
Handsome Catalogue on request. 


The Conklin Pen Manufacturing Company 
209 Manhattan Building, Toledo, Ohio, U.S. A. 
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IN ANSWERING THESE ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION COLLIER'S 
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A 1911 Improvement on Your 1910 Car 


Firestone Demountable Rims possess improved features that place them just one 
year ahead of all other devices for quick and easy tire-changing on the road. 
Nevertheless you can have them put on your 1910 car if you so specify. 




















A year from now these exclusive Firestone features will be widely imitated. By 
securing them in advance you may have a full year’s use, plus the satisfaction 
of knowing that yours is the most up-to-date equipment the year can offer. 


Firestone 


DEMOUNTABLE RIMS Sst ano clincher Tires 


rs — ETT 








Unlock the damaged tire and its rim and substitute a spare rim with already 
inflated tire. No loss of time; no annoying exertion; no tire-pumping 


These Rims are so modernized that they are _ pliable-base regular clincher, on account of its 
quick detachable as well as demountable. greater safety in actual use and greater ease in 
changing. Yet we can as easily furnish our 
Rims equipped to take the old-style tire should 
any buyer request. 


They are furnished with quick detachable rims 
to take the modern stiff-base quick detachable 
clincher tires. ' : 
It is practicable to make as many tire-changes as 
desired, on the same trip—another exclusive 
Firestone feature. 


Thus they abolish the nuisance of having to use 
staybolts ; and make it practicable for anyone to 


remove and refit a tire on the spare detached rim. ;' ae 
Not necessary to buy new tires in equipping 


The modern  stiff-base quick detachable with this rim. Retain your present tires in use 
clincher is everywhere fast displacing the old-style __ if they are of standard type. 


You can secure these improved features on your 1910 car 


only by specifying FIRESTONE Demountable Rims 


Other improved features are fully described in our Demountable 
Rim Book. Send for it and name of nearest demonstrating dealer 





FIRESTONE TIRE AND RUBBER COMPANY, Dept. J 
*‘America’s largest exclusive tire makers’’ AKRON 9 OHIO Branches, agencies and dealers everywhere 








IN ANSWERING THIS ADVERTISEMENT PLEASE MENTION COLLIER’S 
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Free for 10 Days 


Simply send the coupon— 
don’t pay a single penny 








Fill in the blanks properly and mail it to us. 
That's all you need to do to get the Keenoh Razor 
ner—the wonderful device which will give 
you or more shaves with every safety blade, 
or sharpen your ordinary razor to a keener, 
smoother edge than it ever had before—and keep 
that edge on the blade for every shave. 


Bear in mind that you don’t pay a cent to us, nor 
to the dealer whose name you put on the 
coupon and through whom we will deliver the 
Keenoh to you. 


Simply get the Keenoh and use it for ten days’ 

ving. 

Then, if you are willing to let your safety blades or 
your razor slump back into half-fit shaving con- 
dition—after heving known the delight of smooth, 
easy shaving the Keenoh brings—hand it back to 
the dealer. 


ewoh 


Automatic Razor Sharpener 


We could not make this offer to every man who reads 
it were we not supremely con- 
fident that ninety-nine out of 
every hundred men who get 
the Keenoh in this way 
will pay for it and never 
part with it. Think 
what the Keenoh 
‘will save you 
in safety 
lade ex- 
pense. 









Five hundred — yes, more 
than five hundred perfect 
shaves with one blade! 

Calculate the saving; think of the convenience. 

ever again a safety blade unfit for use. 

With an ordinary razor, a sharper, truer, keener edge 

m you've ever before been able to maintain, 
even with frequent honings by the barber. 

The Keenoh sharpens both the ordinary razor and 

ety blades—any make, any width, any weight 
without change; the only sharpener that does. 

It hones your dull razor—better, more easily and more 
a than the barber can possibly do—and it is 

only sharpener that hones a dull blade. 

The price of the Keenoh complete, with auxiliary 
safety blade holder, etc., is $3.50. 

Cut out and send the coupon now. 

It costs you nothing to get the Keenoh, and you'll 
thank us for the balance of your days. 


THE KEENOH CO.., 253 W. Fort St., Detroit, Mich. 


Owned and operated hy the Diamond Power Specialty Company, Detroit, Mich. 
Also mfrs. of the Diamond Soot Blower, the Diamond Turret, the Diamond Cleaner. 


Please deliver through my dealer a Keenoh 
Sharpener for ten days’ free trial. 
Name.. ... 
Address, 


Dealer's Name 


Addreas., 





Oh! How handy! This well- 
known glue at last is yours for 
the asking in non-leakable tube 
form. Of course your dealer 
has it, or sent, post-paid, upon 
receipt of price — 10c.— by 


RUSSIA CEMENT CO. 
Gloucester, Mass. 

Also sold in a patented cap 
bottle form — 10c. 





POWER In The A. B. C. AUTO 


Power to go up the steepest hiils or 
run at 30 milesan hour. Yet Simple, sed 
Practical, Safe and Durable. OTHERS 
Easy to operate — r 
not complicated — 
no repairs. The® 
most perfect type 
of reliable, low- 
priced cutomobile, 
16 to 35 h. p.; air Pneumatic Tires 
or water cooled engine; 2, 3, or 4 passenger bodies Write 
today for FREE Catalogue. Address 
A. B.C. MOTOR VEHICLE MFG. CO., 3939 Morgan St., St. Louis, Mo 
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ADVERTISING BULLETIN 


CHRISTMAS 


N this Bulletin I want to call 

your attention, particularly, to 
the wonderful value magazine pub- 
lishers give their readers in the 
Christmas Numbers. 
when December came around, the 
publisher would insert in his maga- 
zine a detachable colored picture, 
suitable for framing. “This was his 
way of manifesting the Christmas 
spirit and of beautifying the pub- 
lication. 

This month the Christmas Num- 
bers of the many splendid publi- 
cations appear. They are filled 
with Christmas stories appropriate 
to the season and, most acceptable 
of all, beautiful art work and lavish 
color printing. 


Years ago, 


These issues are not short-lived ; 
they are kept because they are so 
full of good things of every sort. 
As you look over this Christmas 
number of Collier’s and the beau- 
tiful Christmas numbers of other 
publications, please remember that 
these numbers would not be pos- 


IN NEXT WEEK'S ISSUE —‘‘ Outdoor America Numbers”’ 





NUMBERS 


sible without the liberal patronage 
of advertisers. ‘The price that you 
pay for the magazines will not 
cover the cost of producing the 
number containing such expensive 
art and literary features. 

With this in view, I think it is 
proper for me to suggest that you 
make two uses of your Christmas 
Numbers: First, enjoy them to the 
fullest as far as reading matter and 
the art features are concerned. 
Second, use their advertising col- 
umns as your Christmas shopping 
guide. 

If you will give the advertising 





sections careful perusal, I think you 





will be surprised at the readiness 
with which the annual 





question 





“what to give” is answered, and 





I am certain that any purchases 





made as a result of announcements 





seen in the Christmas advertising 





columns of responsible periodicals 





will give full measure of satisfac- 





tion and pleasure for the money 


spent. 


WAcGieiinen.. 


Manager Advertising Department 


























in Christmas Boxes 








The finest garters a man ever wore— 
pure silk elastic, polished nickel trim 
mings—in the prettiest Christmas box 
you'll see this season. At your dealers 
or we will mail them direct to you or | 
to the person you want to have them, 
enclosing your card if you send it 

Pioneer Suspender Company 
718 Market Street, Philadelphia 

















One Xmas Gift must be | 


a Box of 
Z 





Candies 


The Masterpiece of the 
Confectioner’s Art 


The Candy of Character 


ON THE CHARACTER OF CANDY 
DEPENDS ITS FITNESS FOR 


Gift Making || 


Sales Agencies and Stores everywhere 











| SUMS Te NEW YORK , 


—— DONT MISS IT —— 
WRITE TO-DAY FOR THE 
GREAT JANUARY 


WHITE SALE 


BOOKLET 
THE ADVANCE AGENT OF 
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vEW YORK'S LEADING FASHION CATALOGUE 4}. 
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1910 will be the greatest year ever known 
FOR WHITE GOODS AND LINENS 


This White Goods Book shows what stylish 
New York women are going to wear next season 
in Waists, Lingerie, Dresses, Laces, Em- 
broideries, Neckwear and Linens in general. 

But the most interesting part of this book is the 
Money - Saving Prices at which we offer 
these goods. 


DON’T MISS THE OPPORTUNITY 


First look at our Styles and 
Prices and then do your shopping 





A Postal To-day will bring you Free a copy 
of the Great January White Goods Sale 
Booklet and also a Free copy of New York’s 
Leading Fashion Catalogue for Spring and 
Summer, 1910 


Address Dept. C. L. 
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1N ANSWERING THESE ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION COLLIER’S 








You know how the weather 
changes keep you busy adjust- 
ing the draft and check dampers 
of the Heater. The IDEAL 
Sylphon Regitherm will save you 
the labor—take the constant 
caretaking off. your mind—will 
prevent underheating and a cold 
house—will avoid overheating 


and waste of fuel. You can keep 
ALL parts of your home at a balanced, 
uniform temperature of 70 degrees by 
merely setting the indicator hand at the 
figure 70—the Regitherm does the work 
silently, steadily, balanced—never stop- 
ping. No springs, clock work or elec- 
tricity to give out or run down. 


ope. Regitherm 


will keep the entire house at any tempera- 
ture between 60 and 80 degrees, day or night, 
by setting the indicator hand at the degree 
wanted—just as you would turn the hand 
onaclock. Easily attached to any heating 
outfit. Will last as long as the heating 
outfit or the house. Has stood 150,000 move- 
ments with no sign of wear. 


The cost of 
a Regi- 
therm is 
quickly re- 
paid in pre- 
cise heat- 
ing com- 
fort, les- 
sened care- 
taking, and 
the fuel 
economy it 
effects. 





Price, 

$35—costs little to put in. For sale by all 
Heating trade. Ask for book, “New Aids 
to Ideal Heating.” 


AMERICAN RADIATOR (OMPANY 


Write Dept. 31 CHICAGO 
Makers of IDEAL Boilers and AMERICAN Radiators 








Webs os obs hs oa os hs os hs oe 
LYON & HEALY 


is the undisputed 
Standard of the 
World. Prices 





exceedingly 
reasonable. Catalogue of Lyon & 
Healy Harps free to anyone inter 
ested. Also bargains in Used 
Harps. Monthly payments may be 


arranged. 
LYON & HEALY, 23 Adams St. CHICAGO 
26 _ Piano and Harp Builders 
























Copy This Sketc 


or or 


You can make big money as ill 
cartoonist. My practical syste 
individual lessons t mail ¥ 
lent. kifteer P 
papers and 


- tot you. Copy 
( Y Taft. Send it tou 

















of drawings showing possibilities for YOU 
of Ilustrating 
The Landon School and Cartooning 


1435 Schofield Bidg., CLEVELAND, 0. 








4 THE 

UNIVERSITY OF CHICAGO 
OFFERS 

350 of its class-room courses by « ne 
nee. One may take up High 
College studies at almost any 
do half the work for a Bachelor degree. 
Courses for ‘Teachers, Writers, Bakers, 
Accountants, Business Men, M 
Parents, and any in other vo 


The U. of C., Div. A, Chicago, Il. 
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I won the World’s First Prize in Penmanship. 
By my new system I can make an expert penman 
of you by mail I also teach Book > 
Shorthand Am pla 

instructors in comm 
to becom 


I a better 
nd you FREE 





penr an write ™m ‘ 
é f my Favorite Pens and 
2 copy of the Ransomerian Journal. Write today. 

C. W. RANSOM, 289 Reliance Bldg.. KANSAS CITY, MO 


Mount Beautiful Birds 





We can teach you by mail tor nt a tuf 
Birds, Animals, Game Heads, Fishes, Tan 
Skins, etc. Just what ever port an a 

} hunter need Quickly, easily ned by! 
women an Cc t ry w 
anteed, big profit Free—New cata ur x 
lermy Magaz Write today. Northwestern 





School of Taxidermy, 4029A Elwood Bldg., Omaha, Neb. 
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BOSTON, MASS. 


Beach, Lincoln and Kingston 

United States Hotel § Sts. 360 rooms. Suites with 

bath. A.P.$3. E.P.$lup. In center of business section. 
CHICAGO, ILL. 

‘ 5lst Boul. and Lake Shore. 
Chicago Beach Hotel Americanor Europeanplan. 
Only 10 minutes’ ride from city, near South Park System: 
450 rooms, 250 private baths. Illus. Booklet on request. 


LOS ANGELES, CAL. 
‘ This 1 iously ,ointed 
Hotel Leighton qos e rel cow pe ine fet 


the Winter. Rates and descriptive matter on application. 
NEW ORLEANS, LA. 

New Orleans, La. Cen- 

New Hotel Denechaud traliy located, absolute- 

ly fireproof, all outside rooms, fine restaurant, eve'y 


convenience. European Plan. $1.50 up per da 
Write for Booklet. 


NEW YORK, N. Y. 

y Hotel. Only N.Y. Hotel feavur 
Broadway Centra ing American Plan. Our tabie 
the foundation of enormous business. A.P. $2.50. E.P.$!. 
Latham 5th Ave. and 28th St. New fireproof hotel. 


Very heart of New York. 350 rooms, $1.50 
andup. With bath, $2and up. H. F. Ritchey, Manager 


SEATTLE, WASH. 
12 stories of solid comfort.’’ Con- 
Hotel Savoy crete, steel and marble. In fashionable 
shopping district. 210 rooms. 135 baths. Eng. grill. $1.50 up. 


SAN FRANCISCO, CAL. 


PALACE HOTEL 


SAN FRANCISCO 


Reopens December 15, 1909 


on the old Market St. site, with all the famous feat- 
ures of the old house and many new ones, under 
the same old management of Palace Hotel Co.; also 
operating the beautiful FAIRMONT HOTEL, San 
Francisco, Cal. 


WASHINGTON, D. C. 


| HOTEL DRISCOLL 


New. modern. Facing U.S. Capitol 
and park. Near Union Station and 
points ofinterest. Free baths. Music 
isa feature. American, $2.50. Euro- 
pean, $1.00. Booklet. Ask Collier’s 
Travel bureau. 
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GULFPORT, MISS. 
The Great Southern Hotel 9r.ihe Cult of 


Ilotel and Best Resort on the entire Gulf Coast. Book- 
lot on request. F. B, Washington, General Manager. 


SUMMERVILLE, S. C. 


PINE FOREST INN 


Winter Resort, Summerville, §.C. Open Dec. 1. High 
Class Hotei, Strictly in the Pines, catering to a select 
clientele. Rooms en suite, with Bath, Elevator, Electric 
Lights, Steam Heat and Open Fireplaces; Pure Water 
from our own Artesian Well one thousand feet deep and 
perfect sanitary conditions Fine Golf Links recently 
enlarged, Saddle and Harness Horses, Fine Hunting, 
Boulevard for Automobiles to Char-eston about thirty 
miles. Address Manager, Pine Forest Inn, Summerville, 
8. C., or F. W. Wagener & Co., Charleston, S, C. 





via Tahiti. Delightful South Sea | 
New Zealand Tours for rest, health and pleasure, 


° 8.8. Mariposa sails from San Fran- 
and Australia cisco Dec. 28, Feb. 2, etc., connect- 
ing at Tahiti with Union Line for Wellington. The only passen- 
ger line from U. 8. to New Zealand. Only $260 Ist class to 
Wellington and back. Tahiti and back, Ist class, only $125. 
OCEANIC LINE, 673 Market St., SAN FRANCISCO 


90% Hatches 


from the Cyphers—in every country and cli- 
mate—for old-timers and beginners. For you. 


CYPHERS INCUBATORS 
Gnd Brooders gre ron-moisture; self-regu- 
lating; self-ventilating. Write for 160-page 
Catalog. Address Nearest City. 
Cyphers Incubator Co., Department 64 
Buffalo, N.Y.; New York City; Chicago, » Mm. ; 
Boston, ‘Mass.; ; Kansas City, Mo.; Oakland. Cal. 








Fire-Proofed 
insurable 















Indi laced, also Moccasin Slip- 
an pees, made of Genuine 
’ Noosehide, 
Indian tanned 
and elaborately embroidered with Indian tribal de- 
signs, make sensible Christmas presents, Beauti- 
fully made 7 very comfortable. Men’s sizes, 

6 to 11, #2. Ladies’ and Boys’ sizes, 2 to 5, 
*, _t ( hildren’ 8 sizes, 5 to 10, $1.50. Eithey 

kind sent prepaid upon receipt of price. 
Money refunded if they are not sat- 
isfactory. Send for free catalogue. 

METZ & SCHLOERR 

98 Main Street, Oshkosh, Wis. 


MEN WANTED 


2254 men averaged 
handsome daily profit 


Selling “‘WEAR-EVER” Aluminum 
Specialties during July and August, 1908 




















Halt of these men had ne ) previous experie 

Work made pleasant by our 175 page instruc 
tion Book. No door door canvassing. Let 
us show you what others have done. Address 


The Aluminum Cooking Utensil Co., Desk 24, Pittsburg, Pa. 
Opportunity knocks but don’t expe he door to be kicked 


Arithmetic Made Easy 


for anyone with a ‘set of Arithmetic Help. 
Any and all examples and problems in arith- 
metic, from the easiest to the hardest, are 
worked out and explained so Anyone can under- 
| Stand. For the studentor business man. Easy 
} and simple 2 volumes; 630 poses; over 200 
a color plates; boun¢ in red sitk cloth 

M st comple hex $2 will bring a set 
| prepaid a t nd for a set. Tf'ast please return 
8 your money back Order today 


, Standard Sales Ce, 20 Fifth Ave., Chicago 
















Collter’s 








Aaturdap, December 11, 1909 














Che Wassail Bowl 
Cover Design by 
MAXFIELD PARRISH 


A Pew Face at the Door 


With a Decoration by R. F. Thomson 


Caught in the Act 
Frontispiece in Color by 
JESSIE WILLCOX SMITH 


Che Cook’s Mite 
Story by 
ROWLAND THOMAS 
With decorations by J. E. Laub 


Sosiah’s First Christmas 
Story by 
MARY E. WILKINS FREEMAN 


Che Christmas Cree on Pigeon 
Story by 
JOHN FOX, JR. 


Illustrated by Thomas Fogarty 


Che Angel of Chance 
Story by 
DAVID GRAY 


Che Backslider 
Story by 
GEORGE ADE 
Illustrated by A. W. Brown 


A War-Cime Santa Claus 
Story by 


GRACE KING 


Judicial Peqliqence 
Story by 
ELLIS PARKER BUTLER 


Ir. Holiday 
Story by 
GOUVERNEUR MORRIS 
Illustrated in Color by George Harding 

































There Can Be Only 
One Best 


has been made of best materials, by best piano-builders, 
under best conditions 
for seventy-two years 


It is proclaimed 
THE WORLD’S BEST PIANO 


by the best musical artists and critics of two hemispheres, 
and it best satishes musical taste of the highest order, 
and musical requirements of the keenest degree. 


Style J ‘‘upright’’ Grand, $550 Mignon ‘‘horizontal’’ Grand, $750 
Knabe-Angelus, $1050 


Knabe Pianos may be purchased of any Knabe representative at 
New York prices with added co.t of freight and delivery 


WM. KNABE & CO., 439 Fifth Avenue, Cor. 39th Street 
NEW YORK 
BALTIMORE LONDON 
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IN ANSWERING THESE ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION COLLIER’S 
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PHOENIX | 
MUFFLERS 


INTER sport — outdoor 

recreation of any kind— 

calls for a muffler—and 
a good one. 


The one muffler without any 
imperfections—the Phoenix— 
costs no more than the ordi- 
nary kind—andit’sreally easier 
to get. 

3ut bear thisin mind: Don’t 
confuse the Phoenix with or- 
dinary mufflers—the heavy, 
‘bunchy,” tired-looking af- 
fairs that are always slipping 
out of place. Before the 
Phoenix was invented, muffler 
wearing was a nuisance. The 
very best mufflers obtainable 
were uncomfortable and un- 
prepossessing. But all of that 
is changed now. The Phoenix 


The One Perfect- 
Fitting Muffler 


is warm, snug, neat and smartly stylish. 
It snaps on and off instantly by means 
of the patent fastener at the throat, and 
lies smoothly over neck and chest, safe- 
guarding the throat and lungs and afford- 
ing absolute protection for every part of 
the collar. The over-lapping aprons in 
front form perfect chest protection and 
the neck extends sufficiently behind to 
prevent the winds from whistling down 
the back. 
The smooth-fitting 


PHOENIX 
MUFFLER 


never loses its shape or its richly-beautiful 
lustre. Its splendid quality is permanent. 
Neither damp weather, constant wear nor 
frequent washing can affect, in the slight- 
est degree, its perfect fit or its exquisite, 
silky finish. 





For Christmas Giving 


Phoenix Mufflers make especially 
appropriate Christmas remem- 
brances. Packed singly in dainty 
holiday boxes, at your dealer's. 











As the photograph shows, the Phoenix 
Muffler fits snugly close, without binding 

affording perfect protection from snow, 
sleet and wind. It is cozily comfortable— 
light but warm—suitable for all weather 
conditions — and distinctively trim and 
stylish. 


Phoenix Mufflers are made in all fash- 
ionable weaves and shades in collar sizes 
for men, women and 
children. They re- 50 cents 
tail everywhere at 

silks and other materials at higher prices. 

The genuine Phoenix bears the label 

“Phoenix Muffler, Pat’d June 9th, 1908.”’ 
If your dealer tries to get you to accept a 
substitute, write direct to us stating collar 
size, color and style. 


PHOENIX KNITTING WORKS 
229 BROADWAY, MILWAUKEE, WIS. 














































Nine-tenths of the Morning Grouches | 
Start with the Collar—and Grow | 


Nine-tenths of the mornings that ‘everything 
goes wrong” your collar is to blame. You 
yanked and pulled and struggled with that tie. 
You tugged some more. Your favorite scarf 
ripped a bit at the seam. You’ve good excuse 
tobe sore. But there’s no excuse for the collar. 


There’s nothing like this when you wear 


SLIDEWELL COLLARS 


The SLIDEWELL SHIELD suppresses the excuse. 
The SLIDEWELL SHIELD 


is the morning grouch-pre- 
venter. Look at it—how it 
prevents the scarf from catch- 
ing. The scarf slides easily, 
quickly—over a SLIDE- 
WELL SHIELD. It is 
quickly, properly, smilingly 
adjusted, in an _ instant. 


The SLIDEWELL SHIELD saves the 
scarf and saves the collar. J/t’s the 
first real collar improvement of the last 
twenty years. Wear SLIDEWELL 
CoLLARS—the collar with the time, 
and temper saving Shield, and you'll 
never know a collar-grouch again. 


SLIDEWELLS have all the 
good points of style that 
other collars have. They last 
a little longer than most. 2 
for 25c. (In Canada, 3 for 
50c.) All styles, all shapes, 
all sizes. Most, but not all, 
dealerscarry the SLIDEWELL 
COLLAR. If yours doesn’t, 
send us 75c. for a box of 
six. (In Canada, $1.00 for 
six.) We’ll guarantee you 
greater collar-comfort than 
you’ve ever known before. 
TO DEALERS :—The SLIDEWELL COL- 
LAR is such a distinct improvement 
over all others that an enormous demand 
has been created for it. If you're 
not handling the SLIDEWELL line, you 
ought to be. Write to us for the newest 
and most profitable collar-proposition. 


HALL, HARTWELL & CO. 


TROY, - - NEW YORK 
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A Highway of 
Communication 


It goes by your door. Every 
ome, every office, every factory, 


t | and every farm in the land is on 
that great highway or within 


reach of it. It is a highway of 
communication and every Bell 
Telephone is a gateway by which 
it can be reached. 


Millions of messages travel over 
this highway every day. In the 
great cities they follow one another 
like the bullets from a machine 
gun, and over the wide reaches 
of the country they fly with the 
speed of shooting stars. 


The Bell service carries the 
thoughts and wishes of the people 
from room to room, from house to 
house, from community to com- 
munity, and from state to state. 


This service adds to the effi- 
ciency of each citizen, and multi- 
plies the power of the whole nation. 


The Bell system brings eighty 
million men, women and children 
into one telephone common- 
wealth, so that they may know 
one another and live together in 
harmonious understanding. 


A hundred thousand Bell em- 
ployees are working all the time 
on this highway of communica- 
tion. Every year it is made 
longer and broader, and _ its 
numerous branches are more 
widely extended. Every year it 
is furnished with a larger number 
of telephone gateways and be- 
comes the means of greater use- 
fulness. 


The Bell Long Distance Telephone will meet your 


new needs and serve your new purposes. 


It means 


— one policy, one system, universal service. 
Every Bell Telephone is the center of the System. 


AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 





AFTER THE 
FIRE 


While the fireman is dragging away 
the last piece of hose is no time to 
begin to wonder if your insurance is 
all right. You should know now. 
Don't put off a day looking up your 
policies. If they are in the Hartford 
don’t worry. For 99 years it has 
promptly paid every honest loss. If 
not in the Hartford and they are to 
expire soon—as a reminder just 
make a note on the margin 
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71 Guarantee White Swan Mattresses 
To Give 30 pe ss of bmeaggiene 






Write for My 
Elegant Catalog 














A sixty or ninety nig zht t ittre ngnaren mut White Swan Mattress- 
nothing. \ « es, and my excellent li ! nd 
fortable tha t long. “A WHITE SWAN MATTRESS I] also ser 
is always on tria nd after 90, 900 or 9,000 
nights that it has Lay it rigin 1 oftness and buoy 
ancy, nt ney back 


Built of White Swen Cotten Felt “Shipped 
Direct To You Freight Prepaid 


Texas Staple cot 
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Wilts Frays 


The LITHOLIN 
Waterproofed Linen Collar 


Same Style, Same Dull 
Finish You’ve Always Worn 


HAT’S the great charm about 
Litholin, you look neat when other 
men’s linen is ‘‘ the worse for wear.’’ 
If you adopt “Litholin” you save daily. 
Four collars and two pairs of cuffs, 
costing $2.00, will carry you through 
the year. What you pay now is at 
least $16.00. 
Collars 25c. Cuffs 50c. 
Beware of Imitations and Substitutes 
[fnot at your dealer's send, giving size. number 


wanted, with remitlance. and we will mail, 
postpaid. Booklet of styles free on request. 


THE FIBERLOID CO., Dept. 3, 7 Waverly Place, N. Y. 








“Well begun is half done.” 


You add considerably to the value 
of your tooth cleaning by using 


CALVERT’S 


Carbolic Tooth Powder, 


The popular English dentifrice—which gives such 
a thorough antiseptic cleansing to the entire 
surface of the teeth that are used, and a bright 
polish, too, for those that show. 

15 cents at your druggists. Sample and Booklet free from 
Park & Tilford, F.C. Calvert & Co., Calvert's Depot, 
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Increase Your Salary 


If you are unemployed ; or dissatis- 
fied with your work; or get very low wages 
and see no prospect of advancement ; 


Eastman Can Help You 


The school has had a national repu- 
tation for fifty years, and obtains em- 
ployment for more than 1000 young people 
each year. All Commercial Branches, Civil 
Service and Telegraphy. New students may 
enter any week day. Our Mid-Winter Session 
is a very favorable time to begin. Write for 
Free Prospectus. 


adlman Achoct 


Clement ('. Gaines, M.A., B.L., 
President, 
Box 718, Poughkeepsie, N. Y. 


SANFORD 
Manifolding Pencil 


Big Money Maker for Agents 


New. Sells on sight to book- 
keepers—office men—sten- 
ographers, railway and 
shipping clerks, «x 
press and postal 
employees. etc. 


61 in. 
long 
































Made of 
best hard 
rubber. Uses 
indelible or 
black lead—extra 
leads in barrel. The 
only pencil with a cap 
like a fountain pen. Can- 
not soil fingers or clothes 
Sample with 4 black or indel- 
ible leads, 50c; liberal discount 
on quantities. Write for terms 


THE SANFORD PEN CO., Inc. 
691 E. 105th St., Cleveland, O., U.S.A. 


LLINOIS TRAINING 


SCHOOL FOR sept i 


Ofters to young womena three years’ course of unexce! 
practical and theoretical training in Cook Cc ounty Ho rspital, « 
1,300 beds, including large children’s and contagious dep: art- 
ments. Special obstetrics in Lying-in Hospital. Private duty 
in private institutions. Practical course in Dietetics. Physic al 
Culture and Massage. Six Scholarships. Monthly ents 
during entire training. Salaries paid to graduate nurse 
further opportunities. Commodious Home. Address § 

4 HONORE STREET, CHICAGO 










































Patil COLOR Wore CRAVING 


Only Colleges in the world suc peeestal y teaching these payi ng 
professions. Endorsed by International Association of Photo- 
gravers, and Photographers’ Asso rciatio n of Illinois. Terms ea 


ESTABLISHED 
16 YEARS 











li ing inexpensive. Positions secured for gr adu ates, \\ rite f 
catalog; specify course intereste din, Ni 1 ws in Effingham 
Illinois College of aehensanien, or f L. H. BISSELL, 
Bissell College of Photo-Engraving | President 
949 Wabash Ave.. Effingham, U1. 








A trade that will make you_independent for 
life. Hours Shorter—Pay Bigger—Demand 
Greater than any other trade. You need no 
previous experience. Our practical methods 
enable you in a few months to hold posi- 
tion as skilled plumber or conduct your own 

business. Catalog sent free 1 
ST. LOUIS TRADES SCHOOL 
4445 Olive St., St. Louis, Mo. 


Study Homoeopathic Medicine 


Homeeopathi« physicians are demanded by many towns 
eae ipplied. Hahnemann Medical C olles re of- 
fers excellent c urses in every branch of medicine. C. Henry 
1, registrar, 3129 Rhodes Avenue, Chicago, “Tilinots 
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for the t Send “1Se t now ote 13 weeks to Pathfinder, Wash.. D. C 





Christmas Dap 
Poem by 
JOHN KENDRICK BANGS 
With a Decoration in Color by C. B. Falls 


Che Last of His Family 
Story by 
RALPH BERGENGREN 
With Illustrations in Color by John Sloan 


Christmas in the Pabvp 
Sketches in Color by 
HENRY REUTERDAHL 


“©, Come All Be Faithful!” 
Double-Page in Color by 
A. I. KELLER 


Prodigals Cconomise 
Story by 
VIRGINIA TRACY 
Illustrated in Color by M. Leone Bracker 


Uncle ECphraim’s Christmas 
Sketches in Color by 
EDWARD PENFIELD 


A Child's Christmas Prayer 
Poem by 
J. W. FOLEY 
With a Decoration in Color by Clara Elsene Peck 


Santa Claus Keflects 
Cartoon in Color by 
ROLLIN KIRBY 


Che Musician Wins a Bride 
Sketches in Color by 
PETER NEWELL 











P. F. Collier & Son, Publishers, New York, 416-430 West Thirteenth Street ; 


Strand, W.C.; Toronto, Ont., 
News Exchange in the principal cities of Europe and Egypt; 


The Colonial Building, 47-51 King Street West. 


London, 10 Norfolk Street, 
For sale by Saarbach’s 
also by Daw's, 17 Green 


Street, Leicester Square, London, W. C. Copyright 1909 by P. F. Collier & Son. 


Entered as second-class matter February 16, 
New York, under the Act of Congress of March 3, 1879. Price: 


1905, at the Post-Office at New York, 
United States and Mexico, 10 cents 


a copy, $5.20 a year. Canada, 12 cents a copy, $6.00 a year. Foreign, 15 cents a copy, $7.80 a year 


Price of this Christmas Number, 25 Cents 
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‘The test of time has only 
) strengthen confi- 


“The Standard for 60 Years” 
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Pond’s Extract. 


and Healing 
The Most Useful Household Remedy 
Ask your druggist for 
POND’S EXTRACT. Sold 
only in sealed bottles — never 


sold in bulk. Refuse all sub- 
stitates. 






— 
DOND'S EXTRAD 


The Coneral Family Remedy 
[—_——— ety 
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POND’S EXTRACT COMPANY, NEW YORK 
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Suamaers 


ARCADIA 
MIXTURE 


Its aromatic delicacy will surprise you. 

It is the most perfect blend of tobacco you 
ever put in your pipe—the highest class—it 
stands all by itself, the KING of mixtures. 

A tobacco that your women folks will 
like to have you smoke at home—you may 
never have known the luxury of a pipe 
smoke before. 


SEND 10 CENTS 223"... 
THE SURBRUG CO., 132 Reade St., New York 





















Some Dollars for You 


Does $500.00 a month look good to you? 
That’s what one of our operators is taking 
in from his route of Red Star Sanitary Vend- 

ing Machines. Get into business for your- 
self. Ask us to make you the same proposi- 
tion that we made this man, One of these 
marvelous little machines is a little store 
that pays $1.50 clear profit every week. At 
this rate forty machines would give you 
an income of $60.00 a week. Write for 
our proposition today. Remember the 
Red Star Sanitary Vending Machine is 
positively the only rust-proof vending 
machine made. Write today. 


Red Star Sanitary Vending Machine 
(2 Dept. 24, Davenport, lowa 


Will You Keep This Clock Running 
—= If We Send It FREE? 


To do so you must drop a coin in the small 
slot at the top each day ; otherwise the clock 
stops. A wonderful patented device that 
compels you to save money. Saves $36.50 
| each year, if wound with a dime each day. 


| A Bank-Clock for Christmas 
isa gift that pays—a splendid present for 

x and old, a handsome ornament, a re- 
liable timepiece, finished in brass and cop- 
percase; size 444 x 346 x 2l¢ inches. Price, 
$3.00, express prepaid anywhere in United 
States, but we will SEND IT FREE in 
connection with our mutual service plan, Write today for free offer, 
The Bank-Clock Company, 6 Beacon Street, Boston, Mass. 


Representatives and managers wanted. 


“How To Tell A Good Cigar’’ 


Our buliy little book tells just what live men want to 
know about cigars. Frank and truthful. Gives unprej- 

| udiced, straight, inside information. No ads. Send ten 
cents silver. Cuba Nov. Pub. Co., Box 1383, Boston, Mass. 


UNIQUE XMAS GIFT 

Actual Nugget of Gold Scarfpin Modest pure gold ore 
minted in rough as taken fro e fandsormest scarfpin made. Money 
a nded promptly if disi Fest oe $1, money order or currency, to 
day and get pin by return mail. J. E. COLLIE, Dept. 10, 23%2 Mission 
Street, San Francisco, Cal. Cigar Dealers—Write for circular. 


“PERPETUAL” WICK 


For lamys and oil stu.ves ; better light, less oil ; no tiim- 
ming, smell, smoke or broken chimneys. FINE CHANCE 
for AGENTS. 3 samples mailed 10c; assérted dozen 25c. 

VITRUM WORKS, WARREN, B. I. 
COIN WANTED. Highest cash prices 
paid, Satisfaction assured by a 
record of 25 years’ Por dealing Send stamp for ilius- 


trated circular, Get posted and make money quickly. 
| Von Bergen, the Coin Dealer, Dept. C, Boston, Mass. 


Slugger, Whisk- 
IRISH BALD WIG 50c, ors*sic? Greece 
Paint, Deep Sunburn 15c, Wax Nose l5c, Clay Pipe 
i Entire Outfit $1.00. Send 5c in stamps for cata- 
logue and “The Art of Making Up.’ 


THE TRADEMORE CO., Dept. B, TOLEDO, OHIO 























STAMPS and PAPER MONEY 








Class and Fraternity Pin Jeweler 
“a Cups, Badges, Rings and Watch Fobs. 


id for my f free illustrated 1910 catalog 
FREDERIC K T. WIDMER, 30 West Street, Soston 


STAMPS 108 all diff., Transvaal, Servia, 
Brazil, Pern, Cape G. H., Mexico, 
Natal, Java, etc., and Album, 10e. 1000 Finely 
Mixed, 20c. 6 “¢° = ~ 25c. 1000 hinges, 5c. 
Acts. wtd., 50 per st Free, I buy stamps. 
C. Stegman, 5940 Cote Brillante Av., St. Louis, Mo. 


THIS MAN SW, Bogee MONEY EASILY 


yson, Thornton Pk., Winthrop, 
Mass., has 100 Kirk Pe ut Vending Machines Startes 1 with 
free sample machir fier You may do the same. Write 
KiRK M F G. CO., 1231 Old So. Building, Boston, Mass, 


ATE NTS ees 7 RNED Ee 


Free report as to Patentability ee Guide 
Book, and List of Inventions Wanted, sent free. 
VICTOR J. EVANS & CO., Washington, D.C 


‘PATENTS ™ PAY 2282" 


to Inver 6l-r Free report as to Patentability, 


| E. E. VROOMAN, Patent Sosa 852F, Weihdesten, D. C. 


lecteur that sine nec 

















dur 3 book ionr pt of six cents star 


R.S.& A.B. LACEY, Dept 51 ‘Washingt on.D.C. Estab.1869 








PAT E NTIS Fatt Lawyer, 613, Wash, 
advice and books ir 
Rates reaso ghest gp Pi 
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GERALDSONS FIGS’ "a it, a food, nn 
Ap easing J. 8. or 10 pounds 


e Foothill Orchard Go. , Newcastle, Cal. 


BEAUTIFUL HOLLY WREATHS 


M h bet 
, ' for 
J. Spencer Laphar 
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Let Pope Cigar Sellers Make 


You Big Profits 


Of all the commodities that permit of automatic merchandising none can compare 
with cigars in quantity sold, in steady daily demand, or in big profits. Profits estimated 
at $200,000,000 a year in cigars. No one has ever been able to make an Automatic 
Cigar Selling Machine that was mechanically or commercially practical until we per- 
fected the Pope Automatic Machine. 

Every time you drop a coin in the Pope machine it automatically delivers you a 
cigar from the original box. 





of the operation, selling ani leasing of the 
machines in your district to you. We furnish 
you with plans showing how to install and 
operate the plant aud how to make each 
machine in the system earn a maximum of 
profit for you. 

Large moneyed 
interests control and 
are operating these 
machines in a num- 
ber of eastern and 
western states. 
Scores of medium 
sized towns have 
been taken up by 
local capitalis's and 
many counties 
throughout the vari- 
ous states have 
been disposed of. 
These represent in- 
vestments in ma- 
chines of from $1,coo 
to $94,000. Hundreds 
of negotiations are 
pending for other 
open territory— 
cities, counties and states. Quick action 
may be necessary to get control of these 
machines in your vicinity. 

Judging by the number 
our recent announcements, together with 
the readiness with which the territory was 
taken up, the public has been waiting for 
just such a machine as we make and ex- 
clusively control. 


We have a monopoly of the automatic 
selling of these nine billion cigars because 
we control the patents and make the only 
Automatic Cigar 
It will bear 


commercially practical 
Selling Machine iu the world. 
the severest test— 
the most searching 
investigation. 

The purchaser 
drops a coin in the 
machine and in- 
Stantly gets his 
cigar. 

The field for the 
operation of these 
machines through- 
out the world is too 
big for our organiza- 
tion to handle. We 
reserve Chicago 
however for our op- 
erating company. 
We wish to estab- 
lish systems of Pope 
Cigar Selling Ma- 
chines in all cities, 
counties and states 
which are not already provided with them. 

We have contracts already entered for 
over $300,000 worth of these machines in 
various sections of the United States. We 
invite negotiations with men who have from 
$1,000 to $50,000 to invest in this business 
which offers returns from 8 to 10 times those 
of ordinary investment. We must choose 
wisely the men who are to control territory 
as we can dispose of it but once. Therefore, 
men should not only be financially able to 
establish a local system, but they should also 
have the brains and push to install the maxi- 
mum number of machines in a given district. 

Please bear in mind that we are not selling 
patent rights nor stock in our company. We 
disp»se of the machines to you outright—no 
royalties to pay—and turn over the control 





You see it work 
through the 
Plate Glass Case 


“*It gets 


yr? 


the money! 


of responses to 


Write For Our Proposition L-2 


To the right man—one with brains and energy, 
as well as money, we will make a proposition that 
he cannot afford to pass by. Write to-day for 
our Book “L-2”’ and ask for a ten days’ option 
to exclusively control your territory. Negotia 
tions are pending for many cities. Yours may 
be taken unless you act quickly. Write at once. 


POPE AUTOMATIC MERCHANDISING CO., Dept. 12, Corn Exchange Bank Building, CHICAGO 


EVERYMAN’S CAR 


9485 


F. O. B. Factory 





The 


an adaptation of any other automobile 


Brush 


is not an imitation nor 


saw the demand for a reliable automobile 
which would replace the ‘‘horse and 
buggy,’’ just as the big touring car and 
motor car built in this country that can limousine have replaced the team, the 
properly be called by that name. carriage and the coachman. 

It is designed to do the strenuous work The enormous demand for the Brush 
demanded of a runabout and its design is = shows that our judgment was correct — 
such that we can build it as well as any of and it is not a demand from any one ter- 
the large cars are built and still sell it at ritory, nor from any particular class, but 
this wonderful price. from sane, thinking people in all parts of 

Before the first Brush was built, we fore- the world. 


Everybody Buys the BRUSH 


The Business Man who judge s it froma 
standpoint of utility and minimum depre- 
ciation. 


It is not a big, complicated car cut down 
in size to sell at a low price, but is a sim- 
ple, staunch, reliable runabout—the only 


Even the manufacturers of some of the 
larger automobiles are using the Brush in 
their business. Could we offer you better 

The Physician, who must have absolute evidence of the value of Brush cars than 
dependability and exacting service. the fact that the Chalmers-Detroit Motor 

The City and Country Salesman, cons sid- Co. is using six of them? More than a 
ering initial cost as well as maintenance year ago, these people bought one car, 
expense. which showed such wonderful results that 


The Farmer, who looks at the Brush as they have since purchased five more. 
an investment, not a luxury. The six models we are building, in ad 
The Suburbanite, who is at the mercy dition to the standard Runabout shown 
of inconvenient transportation facilities. above, will meet the requirements of all 
The Young Folks, who want a good The Brush knows no class—recognizes 
looking little car and must have simplicity no he tition. It is really ‘‘Every 
without excessive speed. man’s ( 


Write for preliminary announce 


ement 
1230 BALTIMORE AVE 


BRUSH RUNABOUT COMPANY DETROIT, MICHIGAN 


a IN ANSWERING THESE ADVERTI 
) 





EMENTS PLEASE 


AwutoSArop 


Arz.toStrop 

























WE GUARANTEE IT 
TO PLEASE HIM 


IVE him an AutoStrop Safety Razor for Christmas. 

Let him shave with it for 30 days. If he doesn’t say 
that you have discovered for him the greatest thing of his 
life, or if he doesn’t want it, take it back to the store 
where you got it. 

DEALERS ALSO READ THIS— The store will gladly 
refund your money because they lose nothing. We protect 
them from loss. The store sends the razor back to us and 
we give them a new one or refund the money they paid the 
jobber for it. 

If your dealer doesn’t keep AutoStrop Razors and won't 
get one for you, write us. We'll see that you get an 
AutoStrop on 30 days’ free trial. 


Why Quick, Handy, Sharp 


Anybody can shave quickly, handily and with pleasure 
if he has the head barber’s edge. The AutoStrop Safety 
Razor gives you the head barber’s edge, and you or any- 
body can get it—get it quickly and handily as the head 
barber does. You don’t detach blade. You simply slip 
the strop through the razor itself and move back and forth. 
A few flicks and you've the head barber’s edge. A few 
strokes and your head barber shave is done. A wipe (with- 
out taking anything apart) and it’s clean and dry. 


i 


SAFETY 
AZO 


THE CHEAPEST—One blade often iasts six months fi 
toa year. $5.00 invested in an AutoStrop Safety Razor is ff 
your total shaving expense for years. You get a heavily 
silver-plated, self-stropping razor, 12 fine blades and horse- § 
hide strop in small, handsome case. Price, $5.00. Travel- fj 
ing sets with soap and brush from $6.50 upwards. 

How much wrong information have you received dur- 
ing your lifetime on shaving and razors? If you want to 
know send for 


“THE SLAUGHTER OF THE INNOCENTS” 


new book. It’s a quick, speedy, witty interview with 
the greatest razor expert. Explains why you are having 
shaving troubles and blade troubles, and will actually teach ff 
you how to shave yourself as well as the head barber can. 
It’s free, though it ought not to be. If you don’t send 
for it now, you'll forget it. 











our 


AUTOSTROP 


SAFETY RAZOR COMPANY \ 
New York 


340 Fifth Ave., 61 New Oxford St., London 14 St. Helen St., Montreal 


Far Quicker, Handier Than a No-Stropping Razor 


Strops, Shaves, Cleans 
without Detaching Blade 
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Collier's 


Che Pational Weekly 


Pp. F. Collier & Son, Publishers 
fiobert J. Collier, 416-430 West Thirteenth Street 


Pew Bork — 


A Pew Face at the Poor 


EVER is the air so full of dust as when the goodwife’s 

broom is busy. And so to-day the air is full of the 

gossip of microbes and predatory powers, new slaveries, and 

base politics. But that storm of dirt and swirling leaves 

and angry splattering rain is all because a good houseclean- 

ing is in process. ‘The reformers are bristling with brooms, 
the citizens are following after with dust-pans and hope. 

This is the season of year to cheer up about all that 
and know it for what it is worth—no disastrous critique on 
life, but a bracing sign of progress, the bugles of the advance. 

Thorns and lions there will be in the path. And we 
editors and writer men will still try to land swift blows 
on the enemies of the State and the petty hidden grafters, 
but, in aiming the gesture at their sinful persons, we are not 
hopeless about our earthly home. 

It is our plan and hope in the coming twelvemonth to 
tell you many things of This Busy World, in its triumphal 
spin down the ringing grooves of change. We shall record 
the multi-colored incidents of business and political life, and 
the picturesque items of conquest among discoverers, in- 
ventors, pioneers. We shall watch the flying men, for instance, 
and snapshot their heavenly pranks as they gently heave on the 
long billows of air, or, like those Frenchmen, drive their tipsy 
cars hard by the thunders while the stormy winds do blow. 

Then there are Kindly sides to life which we shall try 
to express in fuller measure, this new year. Sometimes the 
patient people grow a little weary of the brittle crusading 
and reforming—and yearn for something human and sweet- 
natured. We shall try to be truer to that side of life, re- 
membering that the home is as vital a fact as fifty Halls 
of Legislature, and that the play of happy children is more 
heartening tonic than the crackle of the reformer’s irony. 
Each year the race of men draws a little nearer to the gentle 
all-conquering life force that was let into the world at 
Bethlehem. Already we suffer together and labor together 
in a richer fellowship than in any of the blind eons of our 
upcoming. And now we are again at the season when we 
arise oe go from here in the everlasting march. And that 
march is up and up—and we go, gluing our footsteps in blood. 
And with each new upward step, we thrill at the lift, and 
then sigh with the weariness. But the fatigue is only the cry 
of the flesh, and the thrill is the prophecy of the final height. 
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Caught in the Act 


Drawn by Jessie Willcox Amith 
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Che Cook’s Wite 
By Kowland Thomas 


HIS happened eight or ten years ago. A 
young American, a boy really, was fight- 
ing with beasts at an Ephesus he had 
stumbled into, the obscurest of all the ten 
thousand forgotten little coast towns of 

the Philippines, lying cheerless and hopeless under 
a welter of chill wind and incessant rain. 

It had been pouring for a month. The place was 
drowned. The houses were shapeless huddles of drip- 
ping thatch. The water stood knee-deep in streets 
and plaza. All the petty activities of the community 
had stopped. People stirred abroad only for funerals 
—for as the chill and dampness struck in through 
their clammy cotton clothing and warmed to fever, 
men and women and children turned their faces to 
their mildewed walls and died by dozens without 
thought of a struggle. 

This youngster was the only man of his race in 
the region. He was sick with a diabolie disease; 
amebic, the initiated call it. He needed medical 
care and nursing and proper food, but the nearest 
hospital and doctor were eighty miles away. He 
could not sit a-horse, and the northeast monsoon, 
sending the breakers crashing on the coast, would 
have overwhelmed a prau before she was afloat. He 
had no messenger to send out for aid. There was 
nothing for him to do but wait. 

While he waited, lying on a canvas cot under 
sodden blankets beside a window whence he could 
watch through the ceaseless downpour, the frequent 
funeral parties splashing to and from the broken- 
backed church, his only companion was his cook, a 
hard-faced, speechless native who, three times a day, 
brought him a’ bow! of chocolate and a pellet of crude 
opium to dull the pain that was burrowing in his 
intestines like a living thing. 

The cook was faithful enough, but the boy hated 
him. He symbolized, somehow, all the hardness and 
indifference of that alien land. When Christmas 
Day dawned at last, and the boy lay there remem- 
bering other Christmases, it needed only the coming 
of that cook with chocolate and opium pellet and the 
greetings of the season to make the travesty complete. 

While he waited for that consummation, his fin- 
gers, groping aimlessly under his pillow, closed on 
the heavy grip of a Colt’s .44, and lingered there. 
It was not the first time he had thought of that 
solution of his problem, but the temptation came 
to him then in its most treacherous form, as comedy. 
In his loneliness and helplessness he had reached a 
mood of cynical bitterness, and the artistic possi- 
bilities of the thing appealed to him. He had an 
imagination, and he could hear old-time friends, 
weeks later and ten thousand miles away, discuss- 
ing with lowered voices the manner of his celebra- 
tion of his last Christmas. More interesting still, 
he could see surprise ludicrously distorting the im- 
movable features of that cook of his when he came 
in, a trifle late. with his holiday greeting. Such 
thoughts were childish enough, born of weakness and 
brooding and narcotics, but not the less dangerous 
for that. 

But while he was still toying with them, his chance 
of surprising his cook was gone. For the man came 
in, and behind him the native priest of the parish— 
not a very good priest as priests should go—and 
behind the priest two bedraggled acolytes, who ear- 
ried a little group representing the Madonna and 
her Child. 

It was absurd to look at, for the Mother was fig- 
ured in the tawdriest of colored plaster, the cradle 
was woven of native fiber, and the Child was a 
clumsy little wooden doll. But the priest and his 
servers treated it with such simple awe and rever- 
ence as they held it above his cot, that the boy had 
the decency not to smile. 

The priest muttered a prayer, and they went out, 
all but the cook. The boy glanced up at him. 

“Did you bring them?” he asked. 

The cook nodded sheepishly. 

“Why?” the boy asked. 

“Sometimes,” the cook muttered, “sick people get 
well when they look at Them.” 

The boy glanced up at him again. 
to get well?” he asked. 

“Yes,” said the cook. His lips twitched. Then 
he added, shamefacedly: “I never had a master like 
you before.” 
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“You want me 


The boy’s lips twitched too, with a smile. 
“Merry Christmas, Milicio!” he said. “Bring my 
chocolate now.” 
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ND it came to pass in those days that there went 
P| out a decree from Caesar Augustus, that all the 
world should be taxed, and all went to be taxed, 

every one into his own city. Joseph went out of Naz- 
areth, into Judea, Bethlehem, to be taxed, with Mary his 
espoused wife, who was great with child. While they 
were there the days were accomplished that she should be 
delivered; and she brought forth her firstborn son, and 
wrapped him in swaddling clothes, and laid him in a 
manger, because there was no room for them in the inn. 


HERE were in the same country shepherds abiding 

in the field, keeping watch over their flock by night; 

and lo, the angel of the Lord came upon them, and the 
glory of the Lord shone round about them ; and they were 
sore afraid. And the angel said unto them: “ Fear not; 
for, behold, I bring you good tidings of great joy, which 
shall be to all the people. _ For unto you is born this day, 
in the city of David, a Saviour, which is Christ the Lord. 
And this shall be a sign unto you: Ye shall find the 
babe wrapped in swaddling clothes, lying in a manger !"” 


ND suddenly there was with the angel a multitude 

of the heavenly host praising God, and saying: 

“Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace, good 
will toward men!” 


ND it came to pass as the angels were gone away 
from them into heaven, the shepherds said one to 
another: ‘‘Let us now go even into Bethlehem, and see 
this thing which is come to pass, which the Lord hath 
made known unto us.” 


ND they came with haste, and found Mary and 

Joseph, and the babe lying in a manger; and when 
they had seen it, they made known abroad the saying 
which was told them concerning the child. All they 
that heard it wondered at those things which were told 
them by the shepherds ; but Mary kept all these things 
and pondered them in her heart, and the shepherds 
returned glorifying and praising God for all the things 
that they had heard and seen, as it was told unto them. 


HEN eight days were accomplished the child's 
name was called JESUS, and when the days 
of purification were accomplished, they brought him to 
Jerusalem, to present him to the Lord and to offer a 
sacrifice according to that which is said in the law of the 
Lord,—a pair of turtledoves, or two young pigeons. 


ND behold, there was a man in Jerusalem, whose 
name was Simeon ; and the same man was just and 
devout, waiting for the consolation of Israel. It was re- 
vealed unto him by the Holy Ghost that he should not 
see death before he had seen the Lord’s Christ. And 
he came by the Spirit into the temple; and when the 
parents brought in the child Jesus, to do for him after 
the custom of the law, then took he him up in his arms, 
and blessed God, and said: “Lord, now lettest thou 
thy servant depart in peace, according to thy word. 
For mine eyes have seen thy salvation which thou hast 
prepared before the face of all people;—a light to 
lighten the Gentiles and the glory of thy people Israel.” 


OSEPH and his mother marveled at those things 

which were spoken of him, and Simeon blessed 
them and said unto Mary, his mother, “Behold this 
child is set for the fall and rising again of many in 
Israel, and for a sign which shall be spoken against! 
Yea, a sword of fire shall pierce through thine own soul 
also, that the thoughts of many hearts may be revealed!"” 


ND there was one Anna a prophetess, the d :ughter 
of Phanuel of the tribe of Aser; she was of great 

| age, a widow of about four score and four years, which de- 
parted not from the temple, but served God with fastings 
and prayers night and day. And she coming in that 
instant gave thanks likewise unto the Lord, and spake of 
him to all that looked for redemption in Jerusalem. 


ND when Joseph and Mary had performed all things 


» according to the law of the Lord, they returned into 


Galilee, to their own city, Nazareth; and the child grew 
and waxed strong in spirit, filled with wisdom, and the 
grace of God was upon him. 
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By Mary €. Wilkins Freeman 


THINK one of the most pathetic Christmas 
stories which I have ever heard is that of 
poor young Josiah Adams’s first Christmas, 
which dates back to the earlier days of New 
England. Josiah was the youngest of twelve 
children. When he was born, six of his brothers and 
sisters had married and set up homes of their own, 
but he was very much younger, a mere baby to those 
who still remained under the parental roof. He was 
at once the pet and butt of the others. He was quick- 
tempered, and that made him more of a temptation 
to his older brothers and sisters, who thought it great 
fun to provoke the little fellow into a fit of baby 
rage and then coax and cajole him out of it after 
their amusement of teasing. 

It seems that Christmas had never been celebrated 
in the Adams family, and Josiah had arrived at 
the age of five years and had never heard of Santa 
Claus and his reindeer team, nor stocking-hanging, 
and suddenly one Christmas Eve the knowledge was 
gained. Josiah had been sent on an errand to a 
neighbor’s, where there was a boy of his own age, 
and he came home full of excitement. 

“Benny White is going to hang up his stocking 
on the oven door to-night,” he announced, “and 
Santa Claus will come riding over the roof in a 
sleigh with reindeer and bells, and he will come down 
the chimney and fill Benny’s stocking with presents.” 

Josiah’s brother Caleb and his sister Sarah and 
his mother were in the room. Caleb and Sarah 
laughed, but Mrs. Adams frowned. She was a sober, 
overworked woman in a white cap, and she was 
spinning flax. She opened her mouth to speak, but 
Sarah clapped her hand over her mother’s lips, and 
Sarah was her darling, the beauty and the sweetest- 
tempered of them all, although her love of fun often 
led her into pranks, which her mother feared were 
ungodly. 

“T am going to hang up my stocking like Benny,” 
announced Josiah, and Sarah cried: “So you shall, 
Josiah, and we will see what Santa Claus will bring 
you down the chimney!” 

Caleb, who was next in age 
full of mischief, echoed her. “Hang your stock- 
ing, Josiah,” said he, then he doubled up with 
laughter, and little Josiah did not know what he 
was laughing at. His sister Sarah kept a very grave 
face, although her blue eyes were dancing. 

So it happened that poor little Josiah hung up 
his stocking on the old-fashioned oven door when he 
went to bed, and Mrs. Adams, for the sake of her 
darling Sarah, was seemingly oblivious. She spun 
at her wheel with her back to the fireplace, but Mr. 
Ozias Adams, who was Josiah’s father and a very 
severe man, noticed the stocking, and inquired con- 
cerning it. 

“Why is Josiah’s stocking there?” said he, and 
he glared at the little blue yarn stocking through 
his iron-rimmed spectacles. 

Sarah was very quick, and she answered him with 
a toss of her pretty fair head. “Josiah left it when 
he went to bed, sir,” said she, “and it would be in 
the way on the floor.” Caleb coughed to conceal a 
chuckle, Mrs. Adams trembled as she whirred her 
wheel. 

Mr. Adams nodded 


seemed very plausible 


to Sarah and as 


gravely, for the explanation 
and simple, and the others, 
Cynthia, Abel, Jonas, and Abigail, paid no atten- 
tion. They were not yet in the secret. But when 
the dignified Ozias Adams and his consort were re- 
tired for the night, an excited, giggling, whispering 
group gathered in the great kitchen, around poor 
little Josiah’s stocking, hanging limp as to appear- 
ance, but in reality filled with the blooming fancies 
of childhood. At that very instant little Josiah was 
lying awake in his hard bed under the eaves, and it 
had begun to snow, and white stars drifted in upon 
his counterpane, and he was listening for the sleigh- 
bells and the fairy clatter of Santa Claus’s rein- 
deers’ hoofs upon the roof. Finally Josiah became 
quite sure that he did hear them, but at that time 
his blue eyes were closed. 

His brothers and sisters downstairs were busy for 
quite a time perpetrating what they meant only for 
an innocent joke, but it may have been a cruel one. 
They probably never suspected such a possibility. 
They were healthy, unimaginative boys and girls, 
and little Josiah, although of their own blood, was 
of a different make-up. 

The next morning Josiah was downstairs patter- 
ing in his bare feet before even his thrifty parents 
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Chat Christmas morning Josiah came downstairs with only one stocking on 


were up and before the ashes had been raked away 
from the hearth fire. There hung the blue yarn 
stocking crammed to the brim, and the baby boy 
knew that he had really heard Santa Claus riding over 
the roof the night before. Here was proof positive. 

Josiah, although the great kitchen was very cold, 
did not shiver in his homespun night-gown. His 
big blue eyes blazed, his round cheeks glowed with 
roses, his mouth widened deliciously with joy. He 
seized upon the stocking and pattered back to his 
own freezing little nest under the eaves, and then he 
explored. It was a tragedy of childhood, and one of 
the tragedies which might have been spared the 
child. So often the comedies of older people are 
the tragedies of babyhood, and should never be acted. 
Poor little Josiah Adams found in his stocking a 
most wonderful assortment of Christmas presents, 
collected from the odds and ends of the household 
stores. There were old nails, a broken back-comb 
of his sister Abigail’s, a discarded front piece of his 
mother’s, an old scratch wig which had belonged to 
his grandfather Adams, one little red slipper which 
had belonged to his married sister Dorcas, a knife 
which his brother Caleb had contributed, utterly des- 
titute of blades, a faded knot of blue ribbon which 
Sarah had worn in her hair, and, crowning insult, 
done up carefully in the blue paper in which the 
sugar loaves of the day came wrapped, the little 
stick with which his father had chastised him when 
guilty of childish misdemeanors. That was the very 
last thing in the stocking, that poor parody of a 
Christmas stocking, which was never seen again 
by any of the Adams family for many years, not 
until Josiah’s name, with appropriate texts and 
funereal verses, had been rudely carved on a rude 
stone, for the little boy departed this life at an 
early age. On that Christmas morning Josiah 
came downstairs with only one stocking on, and his 
mother’s admonitions and his father’s stern reproofs 
and chastising with another little stick were en- 
tirely ineffectual to make him reveal the where- 
abouts of the other with its sorry load of Christ- 
mas presents. Mr. Adams never knew about the 
presents; neither his wife nor children dared tell 
him, but he did know that Josiah was disobedient, 
and he commanded and chastised as he esteemed his 
duty until foreed by the singular obstinacy of his 
little son to give it up. 

Josiah seemed to forget all about his attempt 
at celebrating Christmas. He was sweet-tempered, 
although quick, and, while possessed of a strong 
will, not sulky. He seems to have been as happy as 
most children until he passed away at an early age, 
although he was never strong and always more sen- 
sitive than was good for him. The little stone had 
stood over his grave for two years before the Christ- 
mas Eve when Caleb came in with his arms full of 
wood for the hearth fire and a very sober face. One 
of his coat pockets was bulging. That was the win- 
ter when Mrs. Adams was laid up with the rheuma- 
tism. Mr. Adams had died the year after Josiah, 
and of the brothers and sisters there were only Caleb 
and Sarah at home. The others had married during 
the two years. After Caleb had heaped more wood 
on the fire and stacked up the rest on the hearth, 


he turned and looked at Sarah, who was knitting 
stockings. “What is that in your pocket and why 
do you look so sober. Caleb?” said she. 

Caleb slowly drew from his pocket little Josiah’s 
Christmas stocking. “Found it under the wood 
pile,” he stated laconically, but his face worked. 

Sarah laid down her knitting “So that was 
where he hid it,” she said in a « ering voice 

Caleb nodded 

“Tt has been there all the time: poor little Josiah.” 
said Sarah 

She began to weep. Caleb put the stocking away i1 
a drawer of the highbovy and stalked it of the 1 
Sarah wept softly lest her mother hear. She w i, 
n the great firelit roor \ pot of rose geraniut 
in flower, stood on a little table under 


and a delicate breath of perfume came in Sarah’s 
face when she finally dried her eyes and looked up. 
Nobody would ever know how sorry she was about 
Josiah’s Christmas stocking. It no longer seemed at 
all funny to her. She was older and had had trouble, 
and she understood better the heart of a child. 

The tall clock ticked, the fire glowed and snapped, 
and the rose geranium in the window gave out its 
sweetness. Sarah began to wonder where Caleb was, 
for it was nearly supper-time. Suddenly she rose 
and stole softly acress the room to the door of the 
bedroom where her mother lay. Sarah peeped in. 
Mrs. Adams was fast asleep. Then Sarah muffled 
herself quickly in hood and shawl, and ran softly 
across the room to the rose geranium; then she went 
out, closing the door softly. The room was still 
faintly scented with the blossoms, but the green 
plant stood robbed of its pink crown. 

When Sarah reached the graveyard and little 
Josiah’s headstone, she started at the sight of her 
brother Caleb. He had just finished planting a tiny 
perfect evergreen tree on the snowy mound. Sarah, 
without a word, placed her bunch of geraniums in 
the close-set greenness of the tree, which seemed sud- 
denly to bloom. Then the brother and sister went 
home. Sarah looked up at a great planet burning 
out in the violet gloom of the sunset sky, and said 
in a voice which was sad, yet sweet with a timid 
hope: “How bright that star is.” 

“Real bright,” assented Caleb. Then neither spoke 
again all the way home. 


Che Christmas Cree on Pigeon 


By Zohn Fox, Fr. 


HE sun of Christmas poured golden bless- 

ings on the head of the valley first; it 

shot winged shafts of yellow light through 

the great Gap and into the mouth of 

Pigeon; it darted awakening arrows into 
the coves and hollows on the Head of Pigeon, be- 
tween Brushy Ridge and Black Mountain; and one 
searching ray flashed through the open door of the 
little log schoolhouse at the forks of Pigeon and 
played like a smile over the waiting cedar that stood 
within—alone. 

Down at the mines below, the young doctor had 
not waited the coming of that sun. He had sprung 
from his bed at dawn, had built his own fire, dressed 
hurriedly, and gone hurriedly on his rounds, leaving 
a pill here, a powder there, and a word of good cheer 
everywhere. That was his Christmas tree, the cedar 
in the little schoolhouse—his and hers. And _ she 
was coming up from the Gap that day to dress that 
tree and spread the joy of Christmas among moun- 
tain folks, to whom the joy of Christmas was quite 
unknown. 

An hour later the passing mail-carrier, from over 
Black Mountain, stopped with switch uplifted at his 
office door. 

“Them fellers over the Ridge air comin’ over to 
shoot up yo’ Christmas tree,” he drawled. 

The switch fell and he was gone. The young doc 
tor dropped by his fire—stunned; for just that thing 
had happened ten years before to the only Christmas 
ree that had ever been heard of in those hills except 
his own. From that very schoolhouse some vandals 
from the Crab Orchard and from over Black Moun 
tain had driven the Pigeon Creek people after a 


+ 


short fight, and while the surprised men, frightened 


women and children, and the terrified teacher scur 
ried to satety behind rocks and trees, had shot the 
tree to pieces, That was ten vears before, but even 
now, though there were some old men and a few old 
women who knew the Bible from end to end. n ny 
rown people and nearly il] ol the childre rh had never 
heard of the Book, or of Christ, or knew that there 
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that was why, as Christmas drew near, he had gone 
through the out-of-the-way hollows at the Head of 
Pigeon, and got the names and ages of all the moun- 
tain children; why for a few days before Christmas 
there had been such a dressing of dolls in the sweet- 
heart’s house down in the Gap as there had not been 
since she herself was a little girl; and why now the 
cedar tree stood in the little log schoolhouse at the 
forks of Pigeon. Moreover, there was yet enmity 
between the mountaineers of Pigeon and the moun- 
taineers over the Ridge and Black Mountain, who 
were jealous and scornful of any signs of the foreign 
influence but recently come into the hills. The meet- 
ing-house, courthouse, and the schoolhouse were yet 
favorite places for fights among the mountaineers, 
There was yet no reverence at all for Christmas, and 
the same vandals might yet regard a Christmas tree 
as an imported frivolity to be sternly rebuked. The 
news was not only not incredible, it probably was 
true; and with this conclusion some very unpleasant 
lines came into the young doctor’s kindly face, and 
he sprang from his horse. 

Two hours later he had a burly mountaineer with 
a Winchester posted on the road leading to the Crab 
Orchard, another on the motntainside overlooking 
the little valley, several more similarly armed below, 
while he and two friends, with revolvers buckled 
on, waited for the coming party, with their horses 
hitched in front of his office door. This Christmas 
tree was to be. 

It was almost noon when the doctor heard gay 
voices and happy laughter high on the ridge, and he 
soon saw a big spring wagon drawn by a pair of 
powerful bays—Major, the colored coachman, on the 
seat, the radiant faces of the Christmas-giving party 
behind him, and a big English setter playing in the 
snow alongside. 

Up Pigeon then the wagon went with the doctor 
and his three friends on horseback beside it, past the 
long batteries of coke-ovens with grinning darkies, 
coke-pullers, and loaders idling about them, up the 
rough road through lanes of snow-covered rhododen- 
drons winding among tall oaks, chestnuts, and hem- 
locks, and through circles and arrows of gold with 
which the sun splashed the white earth—every cabin 
that they passed tenantless, for the inmates had gone 
ahead long ago—and on to the little schoolhouse 
that sat on a tiny plateau in a small clearing, with 
snow-tufted bushes of laurel on every side and 
snowy mountains rising on either hand. 

The door was wide open and smoke was curling from 
the chimney. <A few horses and mules were hitched to 
the bushes near by. Men, boys, and dogs were gathered 
around a big fire in front of the building; and in a 
minute women, children, and more dogs poured out 
of the schoolhouse to watch the coming cavalcade. 

Since sunrise the motley group had been waiting 

there: the women thinly clad in dresses of worsted 

or dark calico, and a shawl or short jacket or man’s 

coat, with a sunbonnet or “fascinator” on their 

heads, and men’s shoes on their feet—the older 

ones stooped and thin, the younger ones carrying 
babies, and all with weather-beaten faces and bare 
hands; the men and boys without overcoats, their 
coarse shirts unbuttoned, their necks and upper 
chests bared to the biting cold, their hands thrust 
in their pockets as they stood about the fire, and 
below their short coat sleeves their wrists showing 
chapped and red; while to the little boys and girls 
had fallen only such odds and ends of clothing as the 
older ones could spare. Quickly the doctor got his 
party indoors and to work on the Christmas tree. Not 
one did he tell of the impending danger, and the 
Colt’s .45 bulging under this man’s shoulder or on 
that man’s hip, and the Winchester in the hollow of 
an arm here and there were sights too common in 
these hills to arouse suspicion in anybody’s mind. The 
cedar tree, shorn of its branches at the base and 
banked with mosses, towered to the angle of the roof. 
There were no desks in the room except the one 
table used by the teacher. Long, crude wooden 
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benches with low backs faced the tree, with an aisle 
leading from the door between them. Lap-robes were 
hung over the windows, and soon a gorgeous figure 
of Santa Claus was smiling down from the very 
tiptop of the tree. Ropes of gold and silver tinsel 
were swiftly draped around and up and down; en- 
meshed in these were little red Santas, gaily colored 
paper horns filled with candy, colored balls, white 
and yellow birds, little colored candles with holders 
to match, and other glittering things; while over 
the whole tree a glistening powder was sprinkled 
like a mist of shining snow. Many presents were 
tied to the tree, and under it were the rest of the 
labeled ones in a big pile. In a semicircle about 
the base sat the dolls in pink, yellow, and blue, and 
looking down the aisle to the door. Packages ot 
candy in colored Japanese napkins and tied with a 
narrow red ribbon were in another pile, with a pyra- 
mid of oranges at its foot. And yet there was still 
another pile for unexpected children, that the heart 
of none should be sore. Then the candles were 
lighted and the door flung open to the eager waiting 
crowd outside. In a moment every seat was silently 
filled by the women and children, and the men, stolid 
but expectant, lined the wall. The like of that tree 
no soul of them had ever seen before. Only a few 
of the older ones had ever seen a Christmas tree of 
anv kind, and they but once; and they had lost that 
in a free-for-all fight. And yet only the eyes of them 
showed surprise or pleasure. There was no word— 
no smile, only unwavering eyes mesmerically fixed 
on that wonderful tree. 

The young doctor rose, and only the sweetheart 
saw that he was nervous, restless, and pale. As best 
he could he told them what Christmas was and what 
it meant to the world; and he had scarcely finished 
when a hand beckoned to him from the door. Leav- 
ing one of his friends to distribute the presents, he 
went outside to discover that one vandal had come 
on ahead, drunk and boisterous. Promptly the doc- 
tor tied him to a tree, shouldered a Winchester, and 
himself took up a lonely vigil on the mountainside. 
Within, Christmas went on. When a name was 
called a child came forward silently, usually shoved 
to the front by some relative, took what was handed 
to it, and, dumb with delight, but too shy even to 
murmur a word of thanks, silently returned to its 
seat with the presents hugged to its breast—presents 
that were simple, but not to those mountain mites: 
colored pictures and illustrated books they were, red 
plush albums, simple games, fascinators and mittens 
for the girls; pocket-knives, balls, firecrackers, and 
horns, mittens, caps. and mufflers for the boys; a 
doll dressed in everything a doll should wear for each 
little girl, no one of whom had ever seen a doll be- 
fore, except what was home-made from an old dress 
or apron tied in several knots to make the head and 
body. Twice only was the silence broken. One boy 
quite forgot himself when given a pocket-knife. He 
looked at it suspiciously and incredulously, turned 
it over in his hand, opened it and felt the edge of 
the blade, and, panting with excitement, cried: 
“Hit’s a shore ’nough knife!” 

And again when, to make sure that nobody had 
been left out, though all the presents were gone, the 
master of ceremonies asked if there was any other 
little boy or girl who had received nothing, there 
arose a bent, toothless old woman in a ealico dress 
and baggy black coat, her gray hair straggling from 
under her black sunbonnet, and her hands gnarled 
and knotted from work and rheumatism. Simply as 
a child, she spoke: 

“T hain’t got nothin’.” 

Gravely the giver of the gifts asked her to come 
forward, and, nonplussed, searched the tree for the 
most glittering thing he could find. Then all the 
women pressed forward and then the men, until all 
the ornaments were gone, even the half-burned can- 
dles with their colored holders, which the men took 
eagerly and fastened in their coats, clasping the 
holders to their lapels or fastening the bent wire 
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At that exact moment a band of children was filing through the doorway 


in their button-holes, and pieces of tinsel rope, which 
they threw over their shoulders—so that the tree 
stood at last just as it was when brought from the 
wild woods outside. 

Straightway then the young doctor hurried the 
departure of the merry-makers from the Gap. Al- 
ready the horses stood hitched, and, while the lap- 
robes were being carried out, a mountaineer, who 
had brought along a sack of apples, lined up the 
men and boys, and at a given word started running 
down the road, pouring out the apples as he ran, 
while the men and boys scrambled for them, rolling 
and tussling in the snow. As the party moved away, 
the mountaineers waved their hands and shouted 
good-by to the doctor, too shy still to pay much heed 
to the other “furriners” in the wagon. The doctor 
looked back once with a grateful sigh of relief, but 
no one in the wagon knew that there had been any 
danger that day. How great the danger had been 
not even the doctor knew then. For the coming 
vandals had got as far as the top of the Divid- 
ing Ridge, had there quarreled and fought among 
themselves, so that, as the party drove away, one 
invader was at that minute cursing his captors, who 
were setting him free, and high upon the ridge 
another lay dead in the snow. 

In time there was a wedding at the Gap, and long 
afterward the doctor, riding by the little school- 
house, stopped at the door, and from his horse shoved 
it open. The Christmas tree stood just as he had left 
it on Christmas Day, only, like the evergreens on the 
wall and over the windows, it, too, was brown, withered 
and dry. Gently he closed the door and rode on. 


Che Angel of Chance 


By David Gray 


IIIS story came from the stage-door 

tender himself, and from the scene- 

shifter Sweeney. It is the strangest 

true story that has ever come to me 

first-hand, and yet it has to do only 
with a child, a doll, a pair of roller-skates, and the 
Angel of Chance, if that is her true name. 

December 24, 1907, as the winter night was fall- 
ing, James Patterson, aged seven, groped down the 
unlit passages of the tenement and descended to 
the street. To the east lay the river. North and 
south and west the mysterious city spread its ways. 
Low over its towers hung the yellow sky, out of 
which the wet snowflakes came silently. James, 
wholly filled with a great thought, hesitated mo- 
mentarily, then, choosing the north, set forth into 
the unknown. And at this point the Angel of 
Chance must have joined him. 

Two hours later, in a dim cross street hard by 
the “Great White Way,” he stopped before a stage 
door. Where he was he had no idea, but at that 
exact moment a band of children was filing through 
the doorway. As the last disappeared, James ap 
proached the door-tender. 

“Inside,” he asked, “what is it?” 

The door tender looked down and, instead of meet 
ing the furtive, wild eyes of the street child, he 
looked into gray eyes that gazed at him trustfully 
The answer on his tongue died away. “It’s a Christ 
mas tree,” he said. 

“And a Santy, hey?” 

“Right,” said the door-tender 

“T knew it,” said the child. He started to pass in, 


but a barrier arm thrust out 

“You don’t belong to the company,” said the door 
tender. 

“Company?” repeated the child wonderingly 
‘Ain’t it a tree and a Santy?” <A tremor cam 
into his voice. “I’ve got to go in,” he said ex 
plaining; “I’m seeking it.” He paused, uncerta 
ind the trust in his eves dimmed 

Then there came light step behind him, which 


he did not hear. Some sign was made to the door- 
tender which he did not see. Nor was he aware of 
the hovering of angelic wings. He only knew that 
the arm that barred the passage was withdrawn, 
and he went in. 

In the heart of an enchanted forest stood The 
Tree, a-blossom with colored lights and redolent 
with the thrilling aroma of scorching hemlock 
needles. In its top a white star glowed. Its 
branches bowed under a fruitage of brown-paper 
parcels, and a Santa Claus stood by. 

James, though unaware, was actually in the Never 
Never Never Land with the companions of the im- 
mortal Peter, beholding marvels advertised on no 
program. He beheld with interest, but without sur- 
prise, for, having accepted enchantments, anything 
was to be expected. 

Presently a young lady, who seemed to be the chief 
ofticer of the function, approached. She lowered her 
voice and cast a glance at the white-bearded saint. 
“TTe’s getting old,” she said confidentially. “He’s 
losing his memory. He ean’t think of your name, 
and it mortifies him. Whisper it to me.” And 
James whispered it. 

The ceremonies of distribution began, and, in re- 
sponse to a personal summons, James Patterson 
stood forward. In that moment the heavens were 
opened and the visible fruits of prayer descended 
upon him. Standing with arms full of mysterious 
parcels, his eyes met the young lady’s, and he knew 
that she understood, for with her eyes she waved 
aside the thanks which he offered but was unable 
to express. 

Ten minutes later Sweeney, one of the scene- 
shifters, started to cross behind the back-drop; why 
he could never explain, for he had nothing to do that 
called him there. He heard no rustling of wings or 
any suspicious noise until, from the darkness at his 
feet, he heard a choke and then painful, disconnected 
little sounds. 

“What’s up?’ said Sweeney. 

In reply a child’s voice sobbed brokenly: “Me 
faith is broke. It’s a doll.” 

Sweeney was silent for a moment. “Well,” he 
said, “there must be some mistake. What was it 
you wanted ?” 

“T asked Him for rollers,” gulped the voice; “num- 
ber ates—and it’s a doll!” 

“T tell you it’s a mistake,” said Sweeney. 

“No, it’s a doll!” sobbed back the voice. 

Sweeney did not stop to explain. He went back 
to the tree. There was a consultation with the 
young lady and then a return for James. But James 
Patterson had disappeared. He had fled and was 
treading his way southward through the snow- 
whitened streets, his arms full of unprofitable par- 
cels, and the bitterness upon him of a heart that 
has lost its faith. At Grand Street an idea came 
to him. Perhaps his faith had been of too short 
duration prior to the event to avail. If he should 
begin now to ask for “rollers” believingly against 
the Christmas a year away, there could be no slip. 
And the lump in his throat melted, and again hope 
and trust sustained his weary trudging little feet and 
his supperless stomach. 

About this time the Lady of the Tree, who had 
been frantically trying to wring from her subcon- 
sciousness an address in Canal Street that James 
had added to his name for greater definiteness, gave 
a ery of delight. Quite madly she plunged into a 
fur coat, dashed past the door-tender and into a 
waiting motor-car. Yet even she had no suspicion 
of the wings that had descended so low upon her. 

This is all the story. On the pillow of James’s 
bed, in which Amelia and Thomas, his juniors, were 
also sleeping, were the roller-skates awaiting him. 
When he saw them, they report that he said noth- 
ing. His face grew white and he trembled a little. 
Then he put the doll beside Amelia And at that 
moment the Angel of Chance, if that is her right 


ame, said gt 1 night 








12 


Che Backslider 


Bp George Ade 


HE story came from the victim himself. 

He offered it, not as an exposition of 
wondrous facts encircled by holly and 
mistletoe, but merely as an instance of 
sure-enough hard luck. 

The man who told it had been a law-breaker in 
most of the States of the Mississippi Valley in which 
laws were being broken at the time he happened 
along. He dealt largely in games of chance, with 
the element of chance removed. At the old settlers’ 
reunion he toiled carelessly above a folding-table— 
really a sewing-table, given as a premium by the 
fashion magazine for one new subscriber. The prop- 
erties were three halves of the common English wal- 
nut and a very small sphere of soft rubber. At the 
district fair he sold buggy-whips and bought them 
back at increased prices, and then sold other whips 
and did not: buy them back, involving himself in 
a series of complicated transactions which left the 
purchasers bewildered, as the livery rig disappeared 
up the pike. 

Chicago was headquarters for the practitioners of 
graft long before the word got into politics and began 
to symbolize a cheaper form of indirect larceny. 

The lean years came after the close of the Colum- 
bian Exposition, the long strike by the railroad men, 
and corn twenty cents a bushel delivered at the ele- 
vator. Let him tell about it. 

“T landed in with the first snowstorm, and my 
roll was a lone wrapper around an old glove. If they 
haven’t got it, you can’t take it away from ’em. 
Clark Street was bottled up—a reporter waitin’ in 
every hallway to spot a stud game and then write 
about the carnival of crime. The pawnshops were 
goin’ along, but everything else was cold. 

“My one idea all the time I’d been out on the 
circuit had been to bring home, over and above rent, 
coal and groceries, the price of a piano which was 
already wearin’ a ticket with my name on it. Susie 
was going on nine, and everybody that heard her 
sing said she belonged on the stage. My wife had 
picked out a teacher that charged five an hour. 

“Well, instead of a piano, I slipped Susie the 
‘Swiss Family Robinson,’ and my wife told the 
teacher that we’d decided to wait and take her to 
Paris. Say, do you remember that winter? Many 
a one that had got used to squarin’ up to a porter- 
house was holdin’ a blue ticket and waitin’ his turn 
at the soup-kitchen. Hunt up friend to tap for 
paltry case-note and he’d beat you to it. 

“About the time the chain followed the watch, 
Susie began to wonder what she’d get for Christ- 
mas, and I was wonderin’ just as hard as she was. 
We'd worked up the Santa Claus thing, and it was 
all on the tevel with her. Got home one night and 
wife, without sayin’ a word, hands me letter ad- 
dressed to Santa Claus. I’d taken the kid along 
State Street and showed her the windows, and now 
she was puttin’ in an order for the big doll with the 
blond hair and the lace dress that we’d stopped and 
looked at for so long, because it didn’t cost anything. 
The Santa Claus orders had always gone through, 
but this doll proposition made it look as if we’d 
have to take her aside and do a little explaining. 
We talked it over and wife started to fill up, and 
that settled it. I remembered that a money order 
was comin’ from Kansas City, and I made the bluff 
that I’d bring home the doll. 

“Next morning I went down to the department 
store. The price was fourteen dollars. I told the 
girl I’d look around and come back. Say, nobody 
in the world had fourteen dollars that day! A mil- 
lion people jammin’ 
around those big stores, 
spendin’ a nickel at a 
time. I went to every- 
body I ever knew, and 
the speech was all 
right, but — well, you 
remember that winter. 

“Oan you see me— 
Christmas Eve—drill- 
in’ up and down in 
front of doll depart- 
ment—gettin’ ready to 
do my first sneak ? 
High class for twenty 


years and windin’ up 
; in the door-mat divi- 
sion. The twin sister 


of the one in the win- 
dow was standin’ on a 
table right by the aisle. 
It was a swell doll, all 


right It was smilin’ 
at me and holdin’ out 
both hands. I waited 


till the girl was around 
and then 
under the coat 





the corner, 
quick! 


“ St let out a ‘TPa-ma’” 
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and started to beat it to the street. I never had 
stopped to figure out that a doll costin’ fourteen dol- 
lars was necessarily something more than plain doll. 
I squeezed it flat against me and it let out a‘Ma-ma’ 
that was the humanest thing you ever heard. People 
jumped and turned to look at me, and I started to 
run. The faster I run the harder I squeezed, and 
the more I squeezed the louder it called for help. A 
floorwalker headed me off at the swingin’ doors, and 
then I took my first ride in the blue wagon. 

“We had an awful time squarin’ it with Susie. 
We told her that Santa Claus broke his sleigh tryin’ 
to get across the Madison Street Bridge and that 
papa had been in Cleveland visiting his cousin. 
The department store threatened to make trouble 
for a while, but I knew a couple of aldermen.” 


A War-Cime Santa Claus 


By Grace king 


HIS is the best Christmas story I have 
ever heard. I heard it from one who 
was the mother of a little girl of five 
in the winter of 1863. 

“T was in a refuge on a sugar plan- 
tation of lower Louisiana,” she related, “a place 
surrounded by swamps and, in its forlorn isolation 
outside of all lines, belligerent or otherwise. I had 
not heard from my soldier husband for months, and 
I was suffering all the dreadful uncertainty that 
such a fact could inflict upon the heart of a woman 
at such a time. Christmas was coming on; what a 
bitter mockery, with its scintillating memories of 
past fun, merriment, and family jovialities! 

“Women shed tears over curious things. The great 
uncertainty I have spoken of called none to my eyes ; 
on the contrary, it seemed to dry the tears up in my 
heart, but they always came to my eyes at the sight 
of my little girl, my sickly one, lying in bed, confi- 
dently and patiently looking forward to Christmas. 

“Tyo you think, mama, that Santa Claus can 
find his way to the plantation ? 

“<T wonder if he can get through the lines. 

“<They might shoot at him and kill him. 
don’t think they would shoot at him, mama? 

“<*T wish he would bring me a doll baby. 

“<T do want a doll baby, a real doll baby, so much.’ 

“<*But you have that beautiful one I made you’ 
(an ugly rag doll). 

“ «Ves, but,’ she spoke confidentially, and sank her 
voice to a whisper, so that the rag baby could not 
hear her. ‘I want a doll I can feel,’ and she glanced 
sadly at the limp object on the bed at her side. 

“*Well, you have Jimmie Johnnie,’ I reminded 
her. ‘You know you love him.’ 

““Oh, yes!’ and she clasped him tighter to her 
breast. ‘But,’ she stopped and patted him tenderly. 
[ knew what she meant. Jimmie Johnnie, after all, 
was only a stone bottle, whose one feature, so to 
speak, was his handle, and she could dress him only 
in a skirt tied around his neck. 

“She went on to tell me what she would name it, 
and all the pretty plans she was making for the new- 
comer’s future. 

“Was I to tell her on Christmas morning that 
Santa Claus was shot coming through the lines? 
And her hopes and expectations, were they to be 
blighted? Was her little heart to be rendered doll- 
less, as some women’s hearts were rendered childless, 
by hard fate? 

“T forgot the Confederacy in my shifts to remedy 
at least this one misfortune of the war. 

“The plantation carpenter looked at me dubiously 
as I spoke to him about it. He was a preacher, as 
well as a maker of chairs and tables and coffins; 
he was afraid it was a graven image, and he shrank 
naively (not being an artist) from the ‘nude’ of it 
until I showed him the picture of Eve in a Bible. He 
climbed up painfully and slowly through his scruples 
and many failures to the achievement of a wooden 
doll with two stiff long legs and arms, socketed in 
the shoulders (a veritable triumph this touch), and 
a round ball of a head with a nose stuck like a peg 
in one sphere of it. 

“T painted the face, although I had nothing but 
poke berries for rouge. I stuck some of my own hair 
on the scalp, but made a pretty sunbonnet as com- 
pensation for my sense of ill-suecess here, and I con- 
cealed the incurable defects of figure under pretty 
clothing. 

“When the plantation was ringing its midnight 
peal and the angels, I mean the negroes, started up 
their singing of hymns, I inserted the doll in the 
stocking hung with such fond expectations at the 
bed-post. By the light of the blazing log fire, the 
next morning I watched my little one slowly rise 
and cautiously and fearfully creep to her stocking 

when I heard her voice scream in tones broken 
by wonder and excitement, ‘Oh, mama, he has got 
through the lines and he has brought me a doll, a 
beautiful, real doll!’ T enjoyed the happiest moment 
I have ever felt on Christmas Day.” 

“And I too,” I added, for I was the little girl. 


You 


Judicial Peqgliqence 
Bp Cllis Parker Butler 


UDGE WEST, the gray-haired Justice of 

the Peace, was holding court late the after- 

noon of the day before Christmas in order 

that he might discharge the lot of “drunk 

and disorderly” cases brought before him. 
He had a big heart and some sympathy, and he 
wanted his prisoners to be able to spend Christmas 
at home with their families, rather than in the town 
lock-up. One after another he discharged them with 
a word of kindly advice. 

“You may go, Mike Sullivan,” he said, “and you, 
Arthur Wiggs, you lazy black reprobate, you may go 
too. The law says I ought to send you to jail for 
thirty days, Arthur Wiggs; but on this day char- 
ity and kindness should well in the hearts of all 
men, and they well in mine, Arthur Wiggs.” 

“Yassah, Jedge, yassah!” said the old negro, bow- 
ing again and again. 

“So you may go home, Arthur Wiggs, you may 
go home. Go home to yous poor, patient wife and 
your little children. Take them a present, Arthur 
Wiggs, to gladden their Christmas. Take home 
something to put in the pot. No more booze! No 
more gin-mills to-night! Understand ?”’ 

“Oh, yassah, Jedge, yassah!” 

“Then get out of here, and get out mighty quick!” 

The negro hesitated a minute, seeming reluctant. 

“Jedge, ef yo’ jes’ ’scuse me, am dat an ordeh ob 
de court ?” 

“it iat” 

“Jedge,” said Arthur pleadingly, “yo’ ain’ know 
mah ol’ woman, is yo’? Ah reckon Ah’ll jes’ take 
dem thutty days in de calaboose, ef yo’ ain’ mind.” 

“Arthur Wiggs,” thundered the Justice, “you will 
obey the order of this court!” 

“Yassah, Jedge, yassah!” said the negro meekly. He 
backed out of the courtroom, almost white with fear. 

When Judge West’s court opened again the morn- 
ing after Christmas, Arthur was back. His head 
was swathed in bandages and he was using a crutch. 
In the opposite end of the courtroom sat a husky 
old negro mammy and a brawny, flat-headed young 
negro. As Judge West saw Arthur, his anger arose. 

“You back!” he cried. “What are you doing here?” 

“Well, Jedge,” said Arthur meekly, “ef it please 
yo’ honor, Ah didn’t eome—Ah was brung. No fault 
o’ mine, Jedge. Ain’ yo’ tol’ me to go home to mah 
wife an’ chile? Ah tell Sally Ann yo’ tol’ me, Jedge, 
an’ Ah tell Ab’ham Lineoln. Ah say yo’ mek an 
ordeh ob de court to dat same respect, Jedge, but 
’tain’t no use. Yassah! Ah fell ’em yo’ says ‘Tek 
home somethin’ to put in th’ pot,’ Jedge, an’—” 

“Jedge,” cried Sally Ann excitedly, “dat nigger 
aim’ been in mah house foh free years, he ain’. Ah 
frowed him out free years ago, Ah did. Yassah! 
An’ night befoh las’ he come a-knockin’ at de door, 
and he say: ‘Sal Ann, lemme in. Ah got a fine big 
chicken foh a present foh yo’ an’ de chile.’ Yassah, 
dass whut he say. So, ’co’se Ah open de door. An’ 
it lak he say, he got de chicken, an’ Ah retch out 
mah han’ foh de chicken, an’ jes’ den mah chile, 
Ab’ham Lincoln heah, he come rushin’ ’roun’ de 
house an’ he grab dish yere Arthur, an’ he lam him, 
am’ shout: ‘Ah got de chicken thief! Ah got him!’ 
Yassah, Jedge, dass what dis Arthur nigger gone done 

-he gone ’roun’ behine mah house an’ stole one 0’ 
mah chickens to present to me at mah front door!” 

For a moment the Justicé looked at Arthur sternly, 
then he gathered his wrath into sharp, clear words. 

“Arthur Wiggs, you scum of humanity,” he shouted 
at the trembling negro, “is this the way you betray 
the clemency of the court? I never heard anything 
like it! No one ever 
heard anything like it! 
Stealing a chicken from 
your poor old wife! 
Is that your idea of 
the Christmas spirit, 
Arthur Wiggs?” 

“Well, ’scuse me, 
Jedge, ’scuse me!” said 
Arthur, bowing again 
and again. “Ah feel 
all along somethin’s 
wrong "bout dat action. 
Yassah, it mos’ broke 
mah heart to steal 
Sal Ann’s fowl. Seem 
lak it ain’ jes’ conse- 
quential, as yo’ might 
say. gut, Jedge, Ah 
ain’ see no other way 
to obey de ordeh ob de 
court. Befo’ Ah lift 
Sal Ann’s chicken Ah 
try, an’ Ah try mah 
best, Jedge, but tain’ 
no use, Ah can’t 
squeege into yo’ honah’s 
he =" ho use no way.” 
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R. HOLIDAY stepped upon the rear 
platform of his car, the Misha- 
waka, exactly two seconds before 
the express, with a series of faint, 
well-oiled jolts, began to crawl 
forward and issue from beneath 
the glass roof of the Grand Cen- 

tral into the damp, pelting snow. Mr. Holiday called 
the porter and told him for the good of his soul that 
fifty years ago traveling had not been the easy matter 
that it was to-day. This off his mind, he pulled an 
“Evening Post” from his pocket and dismissed the 
porter by beginning to read. He still wore his over- 
coat and high silk hat. These he would not remove 
until time had proved that the temperature of his 
car was properly regulated. 


He became restless after a while and hurried t 
the forward compartment of the Mishawaka to see 
if all his trunks had been put on. He counted them 
over several times, and each time he came to the 
black trunk he sniffed and wrinkled up his nose in 
dignantly. The black trunk was filled with the most 
ridiculous and expensive rubbish that he had ever 
been called upon to purchase. When his married 
daughter and his wife had learned, by “prying,” that 
he was going to New York on business, they had 
gathered about him with lists as long as his arm, 
and they had badgered him and pestered him until 
he had flown into a passion and snatched the list 
from them and thrown them on the floor. But at 
that the ladic had looked ih indignant, heart 
broken da 


egers at him that, very ungraciously, it 
is true, and with language that made their sensi 
bilities hop like peas in a pan, he had fe It obliged 
to relent. THe had gathered up the lists and stuffed 
them into his pocket, and had turned away with one 
bitter and awful phrase. 

“Waste not, want not!” he had said. 

He now glared and sniffed at the black trunk, and 
iled for the porter. 

“Do you know what’s in that trunk?” he said in a 
Dee 


C 





orris 


Sp Souberneur 


pettish, indignant voice. ‘It’s full of Christmas pres- 
ents for my grandchildren. It’s got crocodiles in it 
and lions and Billy Possums and music-boxes and 
dolls and yachts and steam-engines and spiders and 
monkeys and doll’s furniture and china. It cost me 
seven hundred and forty-two dollars and nine cents to 
fill that trunk. Do you know where I wish it was?” 

The porter did not know. 

“T wish it was in Jericho!” said Mr. Holiday. 

IIe fingered the brass knob of the door that led 
forward to the regular coaches, turned it presently, 
and closed it behind him. 

His progress through the train resembled that of 
a mongoos turned loose in new quarters. Nothing 
escaped his prying scrutiny or love of petty informa- 
tion. If he came to a smoking compartment, he 
would thrust aside the curtain and peer in. If it 
contained not more than three persons, he would 
then enter, seat himself and proceed to ask them 
personal questions. It was curious that people so 
seldom resented being questioned by Mr. Holiday; 
perhaps his evident sincerity in seeking for informa 
tion accounted for this; perhaps the fact that he was 
famous, and that nearly everybody in the country 
knew him by sight. Perhaps it is impossible for a 
little gentleman of eighty, very smartly dressed, with 
a carnation in his buttonhole, to be impertinent. 
And then he took such immense and childish pleas 
ire in the answers that he got, and sometimes wrote 


them down in his note-book, with comments, as: 

“Got into conversation with a lady with a flat 
face. She gave me her age as forty-two. I should 
have said nearer sixty. 

“Man of fifty tells me has had wart on nose for 
twenty-five vears: has had it removed by electrolysis 
twice, but it persists. Tell him that I have never 
had a wart.” 

Ete., ete. 

He asked people their ages, whence they came, 
where they were going; what they did for a living; 


if they drank; if they smoked; if their parents were 








alive; what their beefsteak cost them a pound; what 
kind of underwear they wore; what church they 
attended; if they shaved themselves; if married; if 
single; the number of their children; why they did 
not have more children; how many trunks they had 
in the baggage car; whether they had seen to it that 
their trunks were put on board, ete. Very young 
men sometimes gave him joking and sportive an- 
swers; but it did not take him long to catch such 
drifts, and he usually managed to crush their spon- 
sors thoroughly. For he had the great white dig- 
nity of years upon his head; and the dignity of two 
or three hundred million dollars at his back. 


URING his peregrinations he came to a closed 

door which tempted him strangely. It was 

probably the door of a private stateroom ; it 
might be the door of a dust closet. Ile meditated, 
with his finger upon the knob. “I'll just open it 
slowly,” he thought, “and if I make a mistake I'll 
say I thought it was a smoking compartment.” 

As the door opened a smell of roses came out. 
Huddled into the seat that rides forward was a 
beautiful girl, very much disheveled and weeping 
bitterly, with her head upon one of those coarse 
white pillows which the Pullman company provides. 
Her roses lay upon the seat opposite. She was so 
self-centered in her misery that she was not aware 
that the door had been opens 1, a head thrust in 
and withdrawn, and the door closed. But she was 
sure that till, small voice had suddenly spoken 
in her mind, and said: “Brace up.” Presently she 
topped erying, as became one who had been made 
the subject of a manifestation, and began to put 
her hair in order at the narrow mirror between 
the two windows. Meanwhile, though Mr. Holiday 


lf 


was making himself 


caree, as the . ying 1S, he was 


consumed with interest to know why the beautiful 

young girl was weeping 17 he meant to l out 
But in the meantime another case provoked his 
terest i: | | ( hit e oc 
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pied Section 17 in Car 6. She was dressed in close- 
fitting black, with a touch of white at her throat 
and wrists. Mr. Holiday had seen her from the 
extreme end of the car, and by the time he was 
opposite to where she sat it became necessary for 
him to have an answer to the questions that had 
presented themselves about her. Without any awk- 
ward preliminaries, he bent over and said: 

“T’ve been wondering, ma’am, if you are dressed 
in black for your father or your husband.” 

She looked up, recognized the famous eccentric, 
and smiled. 

“Won’t you sit down, Mr. Holiday ?” she said, and 
made room for him. 

“T wear black,” she said, when he had seated him- 
self, “not because I am in mourning for anybody, 
but because I think it’s becoming to me. You see, 
I have very light-colored hair.” 

“Does all that hair grow on your head?” Mr. 
Holiday asked, simply and without offense. 

“Every bit of it,” she said. 

“T have a splendid head of hair, too,” he com- 
mented. “But there’s a young man in the ear back 
of this who'll be twenty-two years of age in Feb- 
ruary, and he’s got more dandruff than hair. Where 
are you going?” 

“Cleveland.” 

“Ts that your home?” 

“No. I'ma bird of passage.” 

“What is your name?” 

“T am Miss Hampton,” she said, and she hoped 
that he might have heard of her. But he hadn’t. 
And she explained herself. “I’m to play at the 
Euclid Theater ‘Christmas night.” 

“An actor?” he said. 

“Well,” she admitted, “some say so, and some 
won’t hear of it.” 

“How much money 
do you earn ?” 

“Three hundred 
dollars a week.” 

Mr. Holiday wrote 


that in his note- 
book. 

“ve got some 
little nieces and 
nephews in New 
York,” she volun- 
teered. “Don’t you 


think it’s hard to be 
a genuine aunt and 
to have to spend 
Christmas alone in 
a strange place?” 
“Not for three 
hundred dolla rs a 
week,’’ said Mr. 
Holiday unsympa- 
thetieally. ‘‘You 
ought to thank your 
stars and garters.” 
Presently, after 
patting her on the 
back with two fin- 
gers, he rose, bowed, 
and passed on down 
the aisle. On the 
right, in the end 
section, was a very 
old couple, with 
snow-white hair, and 
a great deal of old- 
fashioned luggage. 
Mr. Holiday greeted 
them cordially, and 
asked their 
The old gentleman 
was seventy-six and 


ages. 


proud of it; the old 
lady was seventy. 
Mr. Holiday in- 
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nails. He had a gardenia in his buttonhole, and was 
dressed evidently in his very best suit—-a handsome 
dark gray, over a malaga-grape-colored waistcoat. 
In his necktie was a diamond horseshoe pin. 

“Young man,” said Mr. Holiday, seating himself, 
“what makes you look so cross?” 

The young man started to say: ““None of your busi- 
ness,” but perceived in time the eager face and snow- 
white hair of his questioner, and checked himself. 

“Why,” he said tolerantly, “do I look as savage 
as all that?” 

“Tt isn’t money troubles,” said Mr. Holiday, “or 
you would have pawned that diamond pin.” 

“Wouldn’t you be cross,” said the young man, “if 
you had to look forward to sitting up all night in 
a cold smoking compartment ?” 

“Can’t you get a berth?” 

“T had a drawing-room,” said the young man, “but 
at the last minute I had to give it up to a lady.” 

Mr. Holiday’s eyes twinkled with benign interest. 
He had connected the gardenia in the young man’s 
coat with the roses of the girl who was weeping. 

“T know,” he said, “drawing-room, Car 5. She 
was crying, but I told her to brace up, and I guess 
she’s stopped.” 

The young man jumped to his feet. 

“Oh!” he said. 

Mr. Holiday chuckled. 

“T was right,” he said. 
times out of the ten for twenty-five years. 
a record.” 

Upon an impulse the young man checked his 
headlong inclination to rush to the girl who was 
weeping. 

“Tf you are right as 
“for God’s sake tell me 


“T’ve been right seven 
I’ve kept 


often as that,” he said, 


what to do.” 








formed them that he 
was eighty, but that 
they were probably 
the next oldest 
ple on the train. 
Anyway, he would find out and let them know. They 
smiled good-naturedly, and the old lady cuddled a 
little against the old gentleman, for it was cold in 
that car. Mr. Holiday turned abruptly. 

“T forgot to ask vou where you are going?” he said. 


Che clergyman 


peo- 


They told him that they were going to spend 
Christmas with their daughter and son-in-law and 
the new baby in ( le eland. It was a long journey. 
But the season made them feel young and strong. 
Did Mr. Holiday think there was any danger of 
being delayed by the snow? It was coming down 
very fast They could not remember ever to have 
been in a sleeping car when it was snowing so hard 
outside. Mr. Holiday said that he would ask the 
conductor about the snow, and let them know. 


In the smoking compartment of the next car for- 
He looked at 
as smoking, but 


‘Il with his 


ward sat a very young man, all alon 
once sulky and frightened. He 


was drumming on the window finger 


standing by himself in a space that the crowd had left open for him to 


“Certainly,” said Mr. Holiday, “and it won’t cost 
you a cent. What’s the matter?” 

“She,” said the young man with an accent, for there 
“came to the station to see me off. 
He touched the gardenia gently. 
Just as the train started to 
she came!” 


was but the one, 
She gave me this.” 
‘I gave her some roses. 
pull out I dared her to come with me 
‘Tut tut!” said Mr. Holiday. 


“What are we to do?” cried the young man. 


“Go back and sit with her,” said Mr. Holi- 
day. “and leave the door wide open. I’m going 
through the train now to see who’s on board; so 
don’t worry. Leave it all to me.” 

‘HE last car forward before you came to the 
baggage car and the express car was a com 
mon day coach. It was drafty. It had been 

used as a smoker in a period not so very remote. A 
dog must have passed an uncomfortable night in it. 


Near the rear door sat a man in a new derby hat 
and a new black coat. Further forward on the same 
side three children had stuffed themselves into one 
seat. The middle child, a well-grown girl of thir- 
teen or fourteen, seemed by her superior height to 
shelter the little tots at her side. Only the blue imi- 
tation sailor caps of these appeared above the top 
of the seat; and the top of each cap, including that 
worn by the older girl, had’ a centerpiece of white 
about the size of a gentleman’s visiting card. Mr, 
Holiday promised himself the pleasure of investi- 
gating these later. In the meanwhile his interest 
was excited by the ears of the man in the new derby. 
They were not large, but they had an appearance 
of sticking out further than was necessary; and Mr. 
Holiday was about to ask their owner the reason 
why, when he noticed for himself that it was be- 
cause the owner’s hair had been cut so very, very 
short. Indeed, he had little gray eighth-inch bristles 
instead of hair. Mr. Holiday wondered why. He 
seated himself behind the man, and leaned forward. 
The man stirred uneasily. 

“T should think you’d be afraid of catching cold 
in this drafty car with your hair cut so short,” said 
Mr. Holiday. 

“T am,” said the man tersely. 

“Why did you let them cut it so short then ?”’ 

“Let them!” grunted the man, with ineffable scorn. 
“Let them! You’d have let them!” 

“T would not,” retorted Mr. Holiday crisply. “My 
wife cuts my hair for me, just the way I tell 
her to.” 

The man turned a careworn, unhappy face. 

“My wife used to cut mine,” he said. “But then 
I—I got into the habit of having it done for me. ‘ 
Ever been to Sing Sing, mister? . ‘That’s the 
finest tonsorial par- 
lor in America— 
anything from a 
shave to the electric 
treatment.” 

“Sing Sing is a 
jail for felons,” said 
Mr. Holiday severely. 

“Quite so,” said 
the man, “as I was 
telling you.” 

His voice had a 
plaintive, subdued 
note of defiance in 
it. It was that of a 
person who is tired 
of lying and _ beat- 
ing about the bush. 

“When did you 
get out?” asked Mr. 
Holiday simply. 

“Three days ago,” 
said the man, “and 
when I get good and 
sick of looking for 
jobs and getting 
turned down—I] 
guess Pll £0 back.” 

“First they make 
you work,” said 
Mr. Holiday with a 
pleased chuckle, 
“and then they won’t 
let you work. That’s 
the law. But you 
take my advice 
you fool ’em!” 

“T never fooled 
anybody,” said the 
man, and he ripped 
a holy name from 
the depths of his 
downheartedness. 


Mr. Holiday had 
extracted his note- 
book, and under 


cover of the seat- 

back was preparing 

take notes and 
make comments. 

“What did you used to do for a living before 2” 
he asked. 

“T was teller in a bank.” 

“And what happened 2” 

“Then,” said the man, “the missus had twins, fol 
lowed by typhoid fever.” His admissions came with 
hopeless frankness. “And I couldn’t pay for all that 
luxury. So I stole.” 

“What bank were you teller in?” 


“The Painsville Bank—Painsville. [’m going to 
them now to—to see if they won’t let up. The wite 


ays that’s the thing to do—go right to the boil of 
trouble and prick 1 eg 

“What did your wife do while you were away ‘4 
asked Mr. Holiday delicately. 


“Shedid odd jobs, and brought the twins up healthy.” 


‘IT remember the Painsville business,” said Mr. 
Holiday, “because I own stock in that bank. You 
only took about two hundred dollars.” 
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“That was all I needed,” said the man. “It saved 
the missus and the kids—so what’s the odds?” 

“But don’t you intend to pay it back ?” 

“Not if the world won’t let me earn any money. I 
tried for jobs all to-day, and yesterday, and the day 
before. I told my story straight. The missus wrote 
that was the thing to do. But I guess she’s wrong 
for once. What would you do if you were a banker 
and I came to you and said: ‘I’m just out of jail, 
where I went for stealing; but I mean to be honest. 
Won’t you give me work? ” 

Mr. Holiday wondered what he would do. 
beginning to like the ex-convict’s frankness. 

“Do you know who I am?’ he asked. 

‘Everybody knows you by sight, Mr. Holiday.” 

“Then you know,” said the little old gentleman, 
“that I’ve sent plenty of people to jail in 
my time, plenty of them.” 

“lve heard that said,’ said the 
man. 


He was 


“But,” said Mr. Holiday sharply, “‘no- A 
é 


body ever tells stories about the wrong- 
doers I have forgiven. Your case never (9 
came to me. I believe I would have vy 
shown mercy.” 1h, 
He closed his note-book and rose. 
“Keep telling your story straight, my 
man, and asking for work.” 


E PAUSED, as if waiting a reply; 
but the man only grunted, and he 
passed forward to the children. 
First he examined the visiting card ef- 
fects on the tops of their hats, and noticed 
that these were paper labels sewed down, 
and bearing the names and destinations 
of the little passengers. Freddie, Alice, 
and Euphemia Caldwell, reading from left 
to right, were consigned in the care of 
the conductor to Silas Caldwell, Painsville, 
Ohio. 
Alice had her arms around Freddie and 
Euphemia, and her pretty head was bent first 
to one and then to the other. Mr. Holiday 


seated himself gently behind the trio, and ro < TIME for smiles and play, ¥ 
listened for some time. | learned os <ee And yet withal a day [good, % 
“mother” was in the hospital, and “father” 

had to be with her, and that the children df For thoughtful deeds, and 

were going to “Uncle Silas” until sent for. Of Brotherhood. 

And Uncle Silas was a very “grouchy” man, 

and one must mind one’s P’s and Q’s, and ' DAY for sunny rifts, ' 
never be naughty, or Uncle Silas would have A day for loving gifts; 

the law of one. But she, Alice, would take , Y 

as ak Ge 4 For Kindness bounteous  ] 


“Going to spend Christmas with Uncle, 
are you?” piped Mr. Holiday suddenly; 
“that’s right!” 

The little tots, very much interested and 
startled, faced about, but Alice looked like 
a little reproving angel. 

“Oh!” she said, climbing out of the seat, 
“T must speak with you first.” 

Mr. Holiday was actually surprised; but 
he went aside with the child, where the tots 
could not hear. 

Absolutely without consciousness of doing 
so, Alice patted and rearranged the old gentle- 
man’s carnation, and talked to him in a gentle. 
reproving tone. 

“T’ve done everything I could,” she said, “to keep 
the idea of Christmas away from them. They didn’t 
know when it came until you. spoke. But now they 
know, and I don’t know what I shall do... our 
uncle,” she explained, “doesn’t celebrate Christmas ; 
he made father understand that before he agreed 
to take us until mother got well. So father and 1] 
agreed we’d keep putting Christmas off until mother 
was well and we were all together again. But now 
they'll want their Christmas—and J can’t give it to 
them.” 

“Well, well,” said Mr. Holiday cheerfully. “I have 
put my foot in it. And I suppose Freddie and 
Euphemia will carry on and raise Cain when they 
find there’s no Santy Claus in Painsville?” 

“T shall have to lie to them, and lie, and lie,” said 
Alice miserably. 

“Don’t you fret, Alice,” said Mr. Holiday. “When 
I get people in trouble I get ’em out. Your Uncle 
Silas is a friend of mine—he has to be. I’m going 
to send him a telegram.” He smiled, and chucked 
her under the chin. “I’m not much on Christmas 
myself,” he said, “but an obligation’s an obligation.” 
He shook hands with her, nodded in a friendly way 
to the ex-convict, and passed out of the ear on his 
return journey, consulting his note-book as he went. 

First he revisited the old couple, and told them 
that next to himself they were in fact the oldest 
persons on the train, and that they need not worry 
about the snow because he had asked the conductor 
about it, and the conductor had said that it was all 
right. Then he started to revisit Miss Hampton, 
but was turned from his purpose by a new face in 
the car. The new face rose, thin and white, on a 
long thin neck from a clerical collar, and its owner 
was busy with a pad and a pencil. 
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“Writing a sermon?” asked Mr. Holiday. 

The clergyman looked up and smiled. 

“No, sir,” he said. “I’m doing a sum in addition, 
and making heavy work of it.” 

“T’ll do it for you,” said Mr. Holiday eagerly. He 
was a lightning adder, and not in the least averse 
to showing off. The clergyman, still smiling, yielded 
up the pad. 

“T’m trying to make it come to two thousand dol- 
lars,” he said, “and I can’t.” 

“That’s because,” said Mr. Holiday, returning the 
pad after one swift glance up and down the columns, 
‘it only comes to thirteen hundred and twenty-five 
dollars. You had the answer correct.” 

“Tt’s for repairs to the church,” said the clergy- 
man dismally. “The contractor calls for two 


S < MOHRISCMAS- ay 2 
JOHN: ee BAN pre 


DAY of respite, this; 


Good-will to Man. 


FESTIVAL of Joys 

Wherein no thing annoys; 

A time of cheer and mirth, 
And Peace on Earth. 








God gave it us. 


thousand; and I’m just about ready to give up.” 

“Well,” said Mr. Holiday, “I’m going to get my 
dinner now, and maybe later I can give you some 
idea how to raise the balance. I’ve raised a good 
deal of money in my time.” He chuckled. 

“T know that, Mr. Holiday,” said the clergyman, 
“and I should be glad of any—suggestion that you 
might care to make.” 

Mr. Holiday seated himself facing Miss Hampton. 
She smiled and nodded and laid aside the book she 
had been reading. Mr. Holiday’s eves twinkled. 

“T’m going to turn you out of this section,” he said. 

“Why? she smiled. 

“Because there’s a young friend of mine wants it,” 
he said. 

“Now really!” said Miss Hampton, still smiling. 

“You’re going to carry your duds to the drawing- 
room, Car 5,” he said. Then, the twinkle in his eyes 
becoming exceedingly gossipy and sportive, he told 
her about the young people who had eloped without 
exactly meaning to. Miss Hampton was delighted. 


HE and Mr. Holiday hurried to the drawing- 
room in Car 5, of which the door had been left 
wide open, according to Mr. Holiday’s orders. 

The young people looked very happy and unhappy 
all at onee, and as soon as Mr. Holiday had begun 
to state their situation to them without mincing, 
they assumed a tremendous pair of blushes, which 
the “y were not able to efface for a long time. 

“And now,” he finished, glaring at the uncomfort- 
able young man, “you bring your duds and put them 
in Miss Hampton’s section. And then you gather 
up Miss Hampton’s duds and bring ’em in here.” 
And he turned anda shook his finger at the girl. “Mind 
you,” he said, “don’t you ever run away again with- 
out a chaperon. They don’t grow on every bush.” 

Somehow Mr. Holiday had overlooked the other 
drawing-room (B) in Car 5. Now he came sud- 


e things any more. 


A day of purest bliss ¢ 
Wherein in love to plan 4 
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denly upon it, and peered in, for the door was ajar. 
But he drew back with a sharp jerk as if he had seen 
a rattlesnake. All the kindness went out of the old 
gentleman’s face. And between anger and hatred 
he turned white. 

“Jolyff!” he muttered. And, all the elasticity 
gone from his gait, he stumbled back to his own 
car, revolving and muttering unchristian thoughts. 
For he and Jolyff had been meeting all their lives, 
it seemed, in court and out; sometimes with the right 
on one side, sometimes on the other. Each had cost 
the other a thousand wicked threats and a mint of 
money. 

Mr. Holiday’s wanderings through the train had 
aroused all the kindlier feelings in his nature. He 
was going home to his wife and family: expensive 

and foolish as it seemed, he had the 
trunk full of toys for the grandchildren 
and the great-grandchildren, and he was 
glad of it. He had put things right for 
two prepossessing young people who had 
made a wrong start; he had been gallant 
to an actress; he had determined to help 
if \ the clergyman out with his repair fund; 
to find work for a convict, and to see 
to it that three children should have a 


Je pleasant visit with an uncle who was 


really crotchety, disagreeable, and mean. 
But now he did not care about pleasant 
He could think of 
nothing but Jolyff; of nothing but old 
sores that rankled; of great deals that 
had gone wrong, through his enemy. And 
in that spirit he picked at his Christmas 
Eve dinner, and went to bed. 


T SEEMED to Mr. Holiday every time 


oy he woke, which was often, that the 


train had just started to move, after 
standing still for a long time, and that the 
porter had never before allowed his ear to 
grow so cold. He turned the current into 
the reading light at the head of his bed, and 
consulted his watch. 

Two o’clock. He got to wondering at ex- 
actly what hour all those hundreds of years 
ago Christ had been born. Had it been as 
cold as this in the old barn? Whew! 

No, Bethlehem was in the semi-tropies or 
thereabout, but the common car in which 
the three children were passing the night 
was not. This thought came to Mr. Holiday 
without invitation, and, like all unweleome 
guests, made a long stay. So persistent, in- 
deed, was the thought; meeting his mind at 
every turn and dogging its footsteps, that 
he forgot all about Jolyff, and all about 
everything else. Finally he rang for the 
porter, but had no answer. He rang again 
and again. Then the train jolted slowly to 
a standstill, and Mr. Holiday got up and 
dressed, and went forward once more through 
the narrow aisles of thick curtains to the 
common ear. But the passengers in that car 
had amalgamated. Alice and the convict, 
blue with cold, were in the same seat, and 
Alice was hugging Freddie, who slept fitfully, to her 
breast, and the convict was hugging Euphemia, who 
cried gently and softly like a cold and hungry kit- 
ten, to his. The convict had taken off his overcoat 
and wrapped it as well as he could about all the 
children. 

Mr. Holiday tapped the convict on the shoulder. 

“Merry Christmas!” he said cynically. 

The convict started and turned. 

“Bring these babies back to my car,” 
Holiday, “and help me put ’em to bed.” 

“That’s a good deed, Mr. Holiday,” said the con- 
vict. He started to put on his overcoat. The un- 
dressing and putting to bed had not waked Freddie. 
Euphemia had stopped crying. And Alice, when the 
two men had helped her with her dress, which but- 
toned down the back, had suddenly flung her arms 
first around one and then around the other, and 
given each a kiss good night. 

The convict buttoned his coat and turned up his 
collar. 

‘Good night, sir,” he said, “and thank you.” 

Mr. Holiday waved the thanks aside and pointed 
to a door of shining mahogany. 

“There’s a bed for you, too,” he said gently. 

The convict hesitated. 

Then—it may have been owing to the sudden 
starting of the train, he lurched against the door; 
and with a sound that was mighty like a sob thrust 
it open and slammed it shut behind him. 

Mr. Holiday smiled and went back to his own 
bed. This time he slept soundly. 

At seven o’clock the porter called him, according 
to orders. The train was standing still. 

“Merry Christmas, Mistah Holiday, sah!” 
the porter. “Seven o’clock, sah!” 

“Merry Christmas,” said Mr. Holiday. 
we stopping ?”’ 

“We’s snowed in,” 


said Mr. 


grinned 
“Why are 


grinned the porter. 


(Continued on page 3 
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ber, 1830, or thereabouts, was a 
week past, and on the deck of 
a small, rakish-looking schooner, 
lazing about the Atlantic just 
far enough south to enjoy a 
springlike mildness, several idle 
pirates were digesting a noon 
dinner. Little these contented 
but wretched men cared that it 
was’ the day before Christmas— 
nor did they appear much more interested in the 
story that a good-natured comrade was laboriously 
reading aloud from a First Reader. The burly 
helmsman, pillowing his chin on his bushy red 
beard, steered in his sleep ; the lookout dozed in 
the crow’s-nest; the schooner held steadily on her 
way; and the good-natured pirate kept on reading 
as if from force of habit. 

“Miss Jane Bond,’” he read, “‘had a new doll, 
and her good aunt, who bought it, gave her some 
cloth to make a shift for it. She gave her a coat, 
too, and a pair of stays, and a yard of twist with a 
tag to it for a lace; a pair of red shoes, and a piece 
of blue silk to make doll a slip; some gauze for a 
frock, and a broad white sash.’ ” 

“An’ a durn dull tale when ye’ve got used to it,” 
said the helmsman briskly—as one who had merely 
closed his eyes to think better. “‘Pooty enough at fust, 
says I, but kinder onexcitin’ like when yer knows 
what’s goin’ to happen.” He spoke to nobody in par- 
ticular, but a tall, graceful fellow straightened 
himself leisurely and yawned and yawned 
until the drooping ends of his long yellow 
mustaches met on his bare bosom, tickled him 
delicately, and completely awoke him. 

“Right ye are, Whisker,” he agreed, indo- 
lently. ‘Movin’ enough the tale were when 
we fust heard it. But what I’d like now 
more aunt an’ less Miss Jane Bond.” 

“?’T would be cur’us to know what she reely 
looked like, new wouldn’t it?” another, 
lighting his pipe and blowing a puff of smoke 
skilfully through his polished brass nose-ring. 

It was an idle question; but a middle-sized, 
blocky rascal, apparently sound asleep behind 
a pair of horn-rimmed spectacles, sat up and 
answered it with surprising promptness. He 
seemed sure of his subject, but much less sure 
of himself, and his bare toes wriggled like a 
diffident urchin’s. 

“Seven aunts I ’ad in me youth—to 
other feemale relatives an’ a regi- 


y HE memorable blizzard of Decem- 








1S 


said 


say 


nothin’ o’ 


ment o’ silly women as used to go to school 
with me blessed mother. As for this auntie 
o Miss Jane Bond’s, Nose Ring,” he added 
contemptuously, “I sets her down as thin an’ 
spindlin’ an’ no more silly than a bloomin’ 


silly average. 


“Steady as she gos Mutton Chop,” said the 
man with the yellow mustaches warningly. 
“An’ keep yer tongue off Miss Jane Bond’s 
aunt. lve a sort o’ fancy fer that young 
leddy an’ the way / see her is plump an’ ten 
der, with round blue peepers an’ a pooty leetl 
Cupid’s bow mouth. So don’t say thin, Mut 
ton Chop, cos I won’t stand fer it.” 
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“Bah!” retorted the other. “An aunt’s an aunt, 
an’ whenhever I see an aunt’s ’ead I jolly well ’its 
it. Onderstand that, Yaller Mustaches. Thin she 
were,” he repeated, grinding it between his teeth. 
“Thin an’—” 

“Plump!” The word simply couldn’t be ground 
between the teeth, but Yellow Mustaches did his 
best with it, and it shot from his lips like a 
round gumdrop. “Plump!” he reiterated. “Plump! 
an’—” 

“Spindlin’!” hissed Mutton Chop, and on either 
side of his blocky countenance the tidy little black 
whiskers from which he derived his name bristled 
like baby porcupines. “S-s-s-s-spindlin’!” 

“Tender!” yelled Yellow Mustaches. He tried to 
hiss it, but it wouldn’t hiss; and with a waltzing, 
serpentine movement, his long fingers twitching and 
his long mustaches tucked into his mouth to keep 
them out of harm’s way, he approached the aunt- 
hater. But already the other had settled his spec- 
tacles firmly on his Roman nose, and bounded to 
meet him like a volleyed tennis ball. Strong as the 





“ Wake a little bow to the ladies and 


gentlemen” 








“Breakfast in 
an iron pot” car- 
oled the pirates 





erqengre 
ohn loan 


graceful champion of Miss Jane Bond’s aunt was, 
he was no match for so sudden an exhibition of phys- 
ical culture. The sound of the impact awoke even 
the lookout. 

Dead ahead in the distance his opening eyes saw 
a dignified bark holding the same course as the 
Polly. 

“Sail ho!” he shouted. Hardly had the ery 
reached them when the combatants separated re- 
luctantly, and sail after sail, filled by the rising 
wind, bellied above the deck. The lee seuppers 
vanished under the rushing water; the weather-rail 
climbed up and up and up and up like a wooden 
wave threatening to burst gloriously in countless 





splinters. But Red Whisker steadied her. Such 
was the strength which he exerted on the wheel 
that his pipe broke between his teeth; such the 
gathering speed of the Polly that the smoking 
bowl seemed for a long moment to remain sta- 
tionary in the air and then fall perpendicularly 


into the ocean. 
Whoever has read anything about pirates knows 
that they were famous for having clean decks 
when going into action. 


” 


“The good old man he walks the plank 


, 
they roared in their rough, discordant voices, 


“His step is firm hut slow. 
Ho, boys: ho! 
He hits the ocean with a spank—” 


and as they roared they cheerfully scrubbed 
the deck with hot soap-suds and water, pol- 
ished the the deck-house 
windows, and even shook the cabin rugs vig- 
orously over the windward bulwark. 


brasses, cleaned 


“His wife and little daughter, 
The y marc h above the 
And in, kerplunk! they go. 
Ho. boys : hol’ 


water, 


AST of all they dusted and loaded the 
six grim little carronades that consti- 
tuted the Polly’s battery and again 

hypocritically concealed them under several 


chicken-coops. 

“An’ now, gentlemen an’ merry companions 
all,” said Red Whisker, as they stood around 
him earefully wiping the sweat from 
their dishonest “my idee is as how 
past 


honest 

foreheads, 
that 
am’ one of us falls overboard accidental: 


we sails vessel jest at sunset 
like; 
an’ the pore critters picks him up in th’ kind 
their silly hearts; then 
back in the dark an’ meets ’em; an’ he 


is a leetle rope like 


pore 


ness oO an we sails 


throws 


i 


tes 


as, 
ys- 


en 
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he 
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It was a dastardly scheme, but the pirates leaped 
at it, for they knew from previous experience that 
onee aboard their victim in the dark night it would 
be an easy matter to get complete possession. The 
important thing was to arrive there with the least 
inconvenience to the greatest number. 

Around the wheel they sat in a circle on the in- 
clined deck, each extending his legs until his bare 
toes embraced those of his neighbor, and as the fate- 
ful dice rattled and fell within this human amphi- 
theater the hissing breath of the nine gamblers min- 
gled with the hissing impact of the cold ocean on the 
sides of the schooner. At last the ninth pirate 
shook the dice and gazed with horror at a pair of 
sixes. 

He was the same brave fellow who had already ex- 
pressed an adverse opinion of female relatives—but 
where now the fiendish courage with which he had 
defended it? Here was a deed of daring to attract 
the most reckless, and he sat pinching his chin be- 
tween thumb and finger and looking absurdly like 
a country doctor considering a case of incipient 
measles. The eight remaining pirates exchanged 
significant glances. Three rose carelessly and put 
themselves behind him. 

“For a brave an’ bloody-minded pirut, Mutton 
Chop,” said Red Whisker disgustedly, “you’re too 
durn bashful for any earthly use.” With his usual 
acuteness Red Whisker had put his finger on it. 
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“Homeward bound with a load o’ minnows an’ driv 
south by th’ blizzard. Who be you?” 

“Susan and Mary. Liverpool to Boston. Same 
durn luck. Freight and passengers.” 

Even as he spoke there was a mighty and a sullen 
splash on the windward side of the Polly, and the 
seven desperate pirates capered delightedly. Mutton 
Chop had fallen accidentally overboard. So deep 
and determined was his fall that when he came 
indignantly to the surface the Tender Polly was al- 
ready some twenty lengths away from him. He saw 
Red Whisker cheerfully waving to him from the 
wheel, and as the bashful pirate opened his mouth 
to express an honest opinion of him the sea flowed 
into it and he again vanished below the surface. 


| 
ss F HE is still alive, and I am morally certain he 
is,” said Miss Angelina Perrywinkle to Mrs. 
Amelia Smith, “dear little Beresford is now 
a fine youth of five and twenty. Christmas always 
reminds me of him. I do hope he hasn’t taken to 
painting himself and wearing feathers in his scalp- 
lock, as I think they eall it, like all those horrid 
North Americans. His poor dear father had such 
an intellectual countenance.” 
These two ladies—a middle-sized but substantial 
maiden and a sweet but somewhat attenuated widow 
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chin in that scholarly way he had, ‘for we have 
looked for the confounded child everywhere else’-— 
he said confounded, my dear, because grief and dis- 
appointment had made him excitable whenever the 
darling child was mentioned. ‘But Boston, Massa- 
chusetts!! No, no, Angelina. Boston, Massachu- 
setts, has voluntarily separated itself from the Crown 
of England, and must suffer the consequences. I 
will never go there.’ ” 

“So like a Perrywinkle!” murmured Amelia. 

“Our almost fatal firmness,” agreed her friend 
gently. “It sent my six dear sisters to Africa, 
where they were all eaten by ungrateful cannibals. 
It made my poor dear brother go out without his 
overshoes and—you know what happened. Now it 
is making me cross the wide Atlantic to find a long- 
lost nephew and perhaps be scalped.” Few ladies 
could have enumerated these misfortunes and this 
dire possibility with the matter-of-fact calmness of 
Miss Angelina Perrywinkle; but even she realized 
that the subject bade fair to become painful and 
tactfully changed it. “Amelia,” she added, “I see 
that Captain Billkins is speaking to his confrere on 
that other vessel. I wonder if it wouldn’t be nice 
to invite them on board for the concert ?”’ 

“Tt would be nice,” agreed Amelia, “but I am 
afraid it is impracticable.” 

Never perhaps had Mrs. Amelia Smith made a 
more sensible remark. Already the white sails of 

















A ladp passenger and then a gentleman passenger, and then a lady passenger and then another gentleman passenger . . 


Mutton Chop tried to defend himself, but his de- 
fense was feeble, for he knew he was lying. 

“T ain’t bashful, Whisker,” he replied doubtfully, 
“T—Tl’ve got a ’eadache.” 

“Headache yer grandmother!” sneered Yellow 
Mustaches. “Be a man, Mutton Chop. Jump up 
an’ get ready to fall overboard.” 

“But I ain’t easy with strangers neither,” expos- 
tulated Mutton Chop. “I ain’t the man for the job, 
messmates. I ain’t no speaker, an’ that’s what 
Whisker means when ’e says I’m bashful. Ye’d 
have the same prejudice yerselves, messmates, if ye’d 
ever been a lot o’ onwillin’ hinfant prodigals, an’ ’ad 
to recite pieces o’ po’try to ’em as I ’ad to afore it 
drove me to run away from ’ome at th’ tender age 0’ 
seven. But what I maintains is as a bashful little 
feller wouldn’t a gone to the gipsies an’ let ’em steal 
‘im. What this job needs is a pirut with more bon- 
hommy an’ savvy fare to carry it through easy like. 
An’ so if ye’ll excuse me, messmates, I’ll thank ye 
kindly an’—” 

It was not much of a speech, but a long one for 
Mutton Chop, and they all saw that it was useless to 
argue with him. Nor was there time for argument. 
Even as he spoke they had drawn closer around 
him; all save Red Whisker they fell upon him to- 
gether and dragged him to the weather side of the 
schooner where the mainsail hid them from the deck 
of their quarry. 

And now the sun was low in the heavens and the 
captain of the bark plainly visible as he prepared to 
hail the stranger. Twice Mutton Chop’s wretched 
companions had got his struggling feet over the bul 
warks, and twice the desperation of bashfulness had 
lent him strength to get them back again. 

“Ship ahoy!” roared the captain of the bark. 
“What ship are you?” 

“Pussy Cat o’ Gloucester!” bellowed Red Whisker, 
craftily concealing the true character of his vessel. 


—stood at the rail of the Susan and Mary, a little 
apart from the passengers collected by the unwonted 
spectacle of a strange vessel rapidly overhauling 
them. Two dark curls escaped from under Miss 
Angelina’s somber bonnet, and the breeze toyed with 
them; for, considering her age, Angelina Perry- 
winkle was a young-looking woman and breezes at 
sea are notoriously wanton. But Mrs. Amelia Smith, 
slipping her arm girlishly around her friend’s waist, 
knew by actual count that she was embracing the 
ripe blossom of forty-nine damp English summers, 
and remembered, with a little natural envy, how 
slightly her friend had changed during the last 
twenty. Like many serious-minded women, Miss 
Perrywinkle had never looked really young, and 
years apparently had no power to make her look 
very much older. 

“His poor father!” sighed Mrs. Amelia. “How 
you can bear up as you do, dearest Angie—” 

“Duty!” answered the other in a sweet, inflexible 
voice. “Often and often I said to my poor, dear 
brother: ‘Henry Perrywinkle, something tells me 
they have taken that darling child to that remote 
and savage Boston, Massachusetts. Duty and affec- 
tion should equally prompt you to go and look for 
him.’ ” 

“The voyage would have been so good for his hay 
fever,” murmured Amelia. Nominally she was her- 
self taking the voyage for her health, but secretly 
she had a practical and almost maidenly curiosity to 
know what kind of men lived and loved in Boston. 

“My brother was never moved by personal mo- 
tives,” continued Miss Perrywinkle, dabbing one eye 
gravely with her pocket handkerchief and placing 
the dainty fabric on the rail ready to wave gra- 
ciously when the Polly passed them. “He was a 
busy, busy doctor, and he disliked the water, but he 
would surely have gone except for his patriotism. 
‘It may be so, Angelina,’ he would say, pinching his 


the unsuspected pirate loomed black against the 
sunset, and her wake, in which something bobbed 
and struggled, bubbled afar like a foamy rainbow. 
“By Gum!” exclaimed Captain Billkins, “if the 
durn fools ain’t lost a man overboard and don’t know 
the difference!” And a groan of horror and pity 
went up from the deck of the Susan and Mary, up 
and up into the many-hued sunset sky until the 
winds of heaven dissipated it, and on the deck of 
the vessel fell a solemn, expectant hush. Every one 
listened; and presently a hoarse voice came to them 
over the water. 
si - '!” it eried piteously, 


en 


Captain Billkins sprang into the ratlines; and 
(as Mrs. Smith said afterward) the dear ship turned 
around like a living creature. Her bowsprit, on 
whose extreme end a graceful seaman with a coil of 
rope in his hand balanced himself, first on one foot 
and then on the other, pointed encouragingly toward 
the struggling pirate. 

“OQourage, my brave fellow!” cried Captain Bill- 
kins; and “Courage, my brave fellow!” echoed Miss 
Angelina Perrywinkle firmly; for she was the only 
lady passenger who had not fainted at this trying 
moment, and the labor of ropes and pulleys mingled 
with the pattering footsteps of gentlemen passengers 
busily hurrying about with water and smelling salts 
in their generous anxiety to revive their weaker com- 
panions in time to witness what next might happen. 
Other gentlemen passengers hastily organized a pool 
on the probability of the seaman lasting till the 
Susan and Mary could reach him. Hardly was this 
sportsmanlike enterprise completed when the ship 
came up again into the wind; the graceful fellow 
on the bowsprit cast his rope; the drowning man 
grasped it eagerly and fastened it round him; and 
willing hands began hauling him, as gently as might 


be. toward the Susan and Mary. Revived and inter- 
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ested, the female passengers once more crowded to 
the rail ready to faint again if occasion demanded. 
Little they cared for the more ladylike example set 
them by Miss Angelina and Mrs. Amelia, and it was 
only when Captain Billkins roared: “Give him air!” 
that they separated indignantly and allowed Miss 
Perrywinkle and her companion their first sight of 
the rescued seaman. 

Mutton Chop, the Pirate, sat on the deck, sputter- 
ing salt water and still encircled by the rope with 
which he had been rescued. Although naturally 
very wet, his neat little side whiskers still preserved 
their usual more than human blackness and glossi- 
ness (indeed, they seemed to be waterproof); his 
spectacles still clung to his features; and, as he now 
gazed dimly through them at the assembled com- 
pany, he instinctively raised one hand and pinched 
his square chin meditatively between thumb and 
forefinger. 

“Henry!” screamed Miss Angelina. “Henry Per- 
rywinkle!” And this time Miss Angelina Perry- 
winkle herself fainted. But even as she toppled 
backward an answering scream burst hoarsely from 
the lips of the rescued seaman. 

“Aunt Angelina!!’”’ he cried in horror; and, before 
any one could stop him, he sped to the rail, seram- 
bled over it in desperate and awkward haste, and 
was swimming rapidly away from 
the vessel. But the rope was still 
fast tohim. As it uncoiled on deck, 
quick-witted Captain Billkins put 
his foot on it, and the swimming 
pirate stopped so abruptly that he 
turned a double somersault in the 
golden twilight water. 

Mrs. Amelia Smith restored An- 
gelina. Her good sense blushed for 
the weakness that had led her even 
for a moment to believe that Dr. 
Perrywinkle himself could have 
been thus surprisingly resurrected 
from the mysterious depths of an 
ocean on which he had always re- 
fused to travel; and if not the doc- 
tor, there was but one explanation 
of the resemblance that had so 
startled her—an explanation that 
Mutton Chop’s behavior completely 
verified. Surprising as it was, her 
quick mind promptly accepted it. 
No sooner was the handsome fel- 
low again hauled on deck than her 
arms were around him; his mouth, 
so like his father’s, but alas! sadly 
accustomed to wicked words and 
ribald anecdote — and who more 
ribald than a bashful man when 
he once gets started?—she firmly 
covered with tender, aunt-like, and 
unaccustomed kisses; and all the 
time, to his infinite horror, Mrs. 
Amelia Smith hovered in the background with an 
expression that his youthful memories only too accu- 
rately translated. 

“T must kiss him just one little one myself,” she 
twittered ecstatically. “You may not remember me, 
3eresford, but I used to go to school with your 
dear, dear mother - 

Dinner went off gaily in the cuddy of the Susan 
and Mary, for the romantic events of the afternoon 
had made the passengers forget the concert of the 
approaching evening. Miss Angelina had arranged 
and even invented this function (it was the begin- 
ning of an institution now inseparable from trans- 
atlantic travel), and the passengers looked forward 
to it with various degrees of anxious despondency. 
Beresford Perrywinkle, decently clad in the black 
broadcloth suit and purple necktie that his thought- 
ful relatives—for Mrs. Amelia Smith had promptly 
adopted him—had borrowed from a courteous but 
disgusted passenger of about his own size, sat be- 
tween his aunts. His scholarly appearance, as he 
now and again bashfully pinched his chin between 
thumb and forefinger, contrasted oddly with table 
manners that his aunts accounted for by his long 
residence in Boston, Massachusetts. Mutton Chop 
admitted this residence; he admitted anything and 
everything that the two ladies suggested. There 
was really nothing for a bashful male (or even a 
bold one) but to grin feebly and reply: “Yes’m.” 
What was worse, both had declared that they would 
never again lose sight of him—and how he could 
manage to escape their tender vigilance long enough 
to assist his savage companions to come aboard and 
murder them seemed more and more difficult. 

To be at sea on Christmas Eve was one thing (as 
Miss Angelina had observed already), but not to 
celebrate with some hearty and appropriate festivity 
would be quite another: and it was perfectly natural 
that she should begin the concert with a series of de- 
termined impersonations. She crowed triumphantly 
like a rooster; eackled domestically like a hen: mewed 
coquettishly like a little, little kitten (for she wisely 
explained what she was going to be like before 


she 
was like it), and barked robustiously bi 


1s] 
like a big, big 
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doggie when it wants a bone. It was evidently some- 
thing meant for applause, and even the courteous but 
disgusted passenger whose purple necktie now graced 
the bosom of Beresford Perrywinkle clapped his hands 
quietly as Aunt Angelina finished and Aunt Amelia 
ascended the platform to entertain them with a 
Spanish dance she remembered having seen during 
her honeymoon. If Mutton Chop had hated his 
aunts before, he was now ashamed of them; for he 
could not but see that their performances were vol- 
untary, while those of the remaining passengers 
were as evidently solely inspired by the firmness 
of Aunt Angelina’s character. Now and again his 
strained and anxious ear seemed to distinguish the 
sound of muffled oars rowing around and around the 
vessel, and he tried vainly to leave the cabin; but 
every time one or other of his aunts slipped her arm 
gently around his waist, and he remained a blushing 
and shrinking witness of these unutterable follies. 

At last it was over. With sighs of relief the 
white-faced passengers started to leave the cabin, 
but Miss Angelina stopped them. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” she cried, “there is one 
more number. Master Beresford Perrywinkle will 
now favor the company with “The Night Before 
Christmas.’ ” 

For all concerned it was a terrible moment; but 





Before any one could stop him he sped to the rail 


to the wretched Mutton Chop it rolled away the 
years and left him again an unwilling Infant Prod- 
igy in the inexorable grasp of one of those very 
aunts who had made him so bashful that even the 
mad, gay life of a pirate had failed to cure him of 
it. And escape was impossible. Instinctively he put 
his big thumb in his mouth and sucked it desper- 
ately, even as Miss Angelina seized his other hand 
and led him to the concert stage. 

“Stand right up, Beresford,” she said briskly, 
“and make a little bow to the ladies and gentlemen. 
‘°Twas the night before Christmas—’ ” 

It was the old familiar beginning. Twice Mutton 
Chop bowed sullenly to the distressed and nervous 
audience; twice he started for the cabin entrance; 
twice Aunt Angelina shook her curls at him from a 
position wisely chosen to cut off his escape. 

“<°Twas the night before Christmas,” he ex- 
plained rapidly, “‘and all through the house not a 
creature was stirrin’, not even a rat— ” 

“Mouse,” said Miss Angelina with a little shudder. 

“Mouse,” agreed Mutton Chop. “ ‘The stockings 
were hung by the chimney with care in ’opes that 
Saint Nickerlas soon would be— ” 

“An’ ther he be, cuss him!” said a deep voice at 
the head of the companion-way. “There he be 
a-enjyin’ of himself with th’ ladies an’ a-leavin’ his 


merry companions to shin aboard th’ cussed vessel 
as best they might.” 
Terrible was the surprise and consternation in the 


cabin as the passengers turned at the sound of that 
cruel voice and saw Yellow Mustaches come boldly 
down the companion ladder. There was no mis- 
taking him. He was either a pirate or a masquerade 
ball, and masquerade balls, even on Christmas Eve, 
do not occur unexpectedly in mid-Atlantic,—while 
through the companion-way behind him glared a 
half-dozen pairs of somber eyes over the muzzles of 
a like number of round-mouthed pistols. Without 
a word they bound the passengers to the very chairs 
in which they 
even Miss 

deserted her. 


“Beresford! 


had been enjoying the concert; and 


Angelina’s customary firmness nearly 


Beresford!” cried the two ladies to 


gether. “Surely will not harm dear 
aunt!” 

“Won’t I?’ responded the bashful pirate, and his 
smile was terrible as he tied them firmly together 
with that very purple cravat that they had borrowed 


for him from the courteous but disgusted passenger. 


you your 


sé 


SEE clearly enough,” said Miss Angelina 
Perrywinkle, “what those vile and wicked 
men propose to do with that plank. But 
why they have covered those chicken-coops with a 
patchwork quilt I confess passes my imagination.” 
Noon was approaching—Christmas noon! The 
unhappy passengers of the Susan and Mary had 
been long tied breakfastless to the main boom of the 
pirate schooner, while above them flaunted the mock- 
ery of her horrid and well-starched ensign—a mas- 
terly expedient .of Red Whisker when there lacked 
wind properly to flaunt the unholy emblem—and be- 
hind them, proudly submissive to a long cable, lay 
their own unlucky vessel. Her decks were empty. 
Captain Billkins and the greater part of the crew 
had been below when the pirates boarded her—and 
there they still were, alive and despondently kick- 
ing, with the hatches battened down over them. 

All that morning the pirates had 
been happily transferring passen- 
gers and loot to their own vessel, 
and such was their fiendish glee 
as they opened trunks and boxes 
that only their rollicking chorus, 
their capes, cutlases, and the house- 
wifely kerchiefs that bound their 
dishonest foreheads would have 
prevented a moder: traveler from 
mistaking them for United States 
customs officials. They howled. 

- They capered. They gesticulated. 
Nothing was sacred from them; 
and snowy garments in which the 
lady passengers would have blushed 
to be seen by candle light boldly 
promenaded the deck in company 
with others in which the gentle- 
men passengers would have blushed 
to be seen in any light whatever. 
Let the one detail suggest the orgy. 
Against the inexorable main boom 
lady passengers fainted and came 
to at almost monotonously regular 
intervals; and every little while a 


gentleman passenger, seeing his 
own trunk under investigation, 


swelled with rage and strove des- 
perately to detach himself. Alas! 
the more he swelled the tighter 
became his fastenings. 

But now something attracted 
them more happily. Nineteen 
noses sniffed and thirty-eight eyes turned wistfully 
toward the galley as Yellow Mustaches, Bald Head, 
and Nose Ring came from it. Their Christmas 
dinner! For a gingham apron encircled the waist 
of the graceful pirate; in his two hands was the 
handle of a portly steaming kettle, and in the air 
an appetizing odor of oatmeal porridge. Behind him 
marched his two savage companions, and each beat 
time to a rude chorus with a naked cutlas in one 
hand and a naked soup spoon in the other. 

“Breakfast in an iron.pot,’ they caroled in their 
rough, self-satisfied voices, 

“Porridge! Porridge! Porridge! Porridge! 
Blow it cool if it’s too hot. 
Porridge! Porridge! Porridge! 
Altho’ beyond th’ social ken 
O’ tea an’ toast an’ sassengers, 
One spoon we have for gentlemen 
An’ one for lady passengers. 

If lack o° napkins some condemn, 
We wipe their mouths with an apron hem. 
Porridge! Porridge! Porridge! Porridge! 
An’ when we feeds ’em to the fish 

We thus pervides a better dish.” 


Porridge! 


It was a wicked sentiment, but a good porridge. 
So eagerly did the hungry passengers fix their eyes 
on the kettle that only when it was empty did they 
realize the change that had taken place in the ap- 
pearance of the deck—a change, alas! little calcu- 
lated to assist digestion. 

For Red Whisker, closeted all that morning with 
Beresford Perrywinkle in the cabin, had now joined 
his companions. Wrapped in his scarlet cape (which 
was what we nowadays call a “Madonna”) he re- 
clined with villainous grace on the almost Oriental 
splendor of the patchwork quilt whose relation to 
the chicken-coops beneath it had so outdistanced 
Miss Perrywinkle’s imagination. Around him stood 
his sin-stained company; some folded brawny arms 
on expanded bosoms ; others sat cross-legged on the 
deck and played pick-knife with their cutlases; and 
yet others, having established themselves on one foot, 


Continued on page 3h 
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EOFFRY NORRIS was not by nature 
of a domestic habit, but an excessive 
laziness may sometimes do duty for 
domesticity, and at this particular mo- 
ment it was certainly very warm, very 
comfortable and sunny, in the pretty 
morning room where he continued to linger over 


his newspaper and his late, late coffee. It was 
also nearly noon on Christmas Day, so, of course, 
there was to be a matinée presently, and in their 
actors Christmas matinées must always inspire a 
grudge. As a practical, middle-aged man, however, 
who has lately experienced considerable anxiety 
about money, Mr. Norris ought to have been glad 
to be now making money in abundance without 
any grudge whatever as to the conditions of his 
making it. 

In this matter-of financial ease, Mr. Norris might 
well have considered himself doubly responsible, be- 
cause he had a young and pretty wife who now sat 
opposite him in a holiday mood which allowed her 
to rest from her habitual but ineffective commen- 
tary upon life: “We must economize,” and to take 
pride in the fact that in his tie blazed, conspicuous, 
her Christmas gift, a large and handsome emerald 
surrounded by diamonds. She had endowed him 
with this costly splendor for a variety of reasons, 
all excellent: because he never wore any jewelry; 
because it was the sort of thing other ladies gave 
their husbands, when they could afford it; because, 
as she had told all her friends, it was “really good” ; 
and because she had got it very cheap of a vaude- 
ville artist who had been hard up and too sensitive 
to sell it to a regular outsider. Effie thus combined 
philanthropy, conventionality, and the sense of a 
good bargain, and had got sweet thanks as well, Mr. 
Norris being perfectly good-humored and self-suffi- 
cient and quite as willing to wear bediamonded em- 
eralds as not to wear them. 

But she was interrupted in her brief contentment 
by the raising of Norris’s eyebrows over a paragraph 
in his paper; he studied it a moment, whistling “On 
Christmas Day in the Morning” rather quietly to 
himself, and then he passed it over to his wife with 
a smile expressive of that mingled complacency and 
irritation with which, when annoyed, the thoroughly 
wedded await a perfect sympathy. 


Eftie immediate ly evinced tha latte r by admirably 
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imitating her lord’s expression, with the annoy- 
ance, as it were, italicized. “Oh, how disgust- 
ing!” she cried. “Oh, dear!” 

The article objected to ran as follows: 


NO STEAM HEAT FOR HIM 
Matinee Idol an Athlete 


Actor Melville Says Work and Exercise 
Enough to Warm Any Man’s Blood 








“There is no artificial heat allowed behind 
the scenes of David Engle’s Columbia Theater 
these days while young Walker Melville, the 
latest matinée idol, slays his dozen villains 
there nightly in his virile presentation of ‘The 
Queen’s Captain.’ Mr. Melville insists that his 
magnificent health depends upon the mainte- 
nance of natural atmospheric conditions,” thus 
began the interviewer, proceeding at length to 
embody the disgust of the vigorous and full- 
blooded athlete at “the monstrosities of modern 
improvements.” “As a player of heroic roles, 
Mr. Melville has the immense advantage of 
being a thoroughly manly man, and if his 
superb physique is the result of no steam heat, 
many of his fellow actors might adopt his prac- 
tise to their advantage.” 

“Well!” cried Effie, staring across the table 
at the broad shoulders and the tall, light figure 
of her liege. 

“Walker does make that new press agent earn 
his money,” Norris said. ‘‘To-day’s a teaser for 
this no-steam business. Oh! and just as Archi- 
bald feared, he probably won’t be able to dine 
with us. He’s to drop in during the matinée and 
let me know. <Any choice of restaurants, Effie?” 

Effie named a sufficiently imposing hostelry, and 
was then advised not to come down much before the 
end of the performance. 

“T don’t want you sitting round in that freezing 
dressing-room of mine, even with your furs on. By 
George,” he said, “I tell you when I see the women 
standing, shivering, there in the wings, with their 
bare necks and shoulders, and when Isee Melville take 
that little sick LeRoy child in his arms for their en- 
trance, and the poor little rat has to cuddle up against 
Melville as if he doted on him and tries to keep 
his teeth from chattering—that unlicked bounder!” 
Norris said, presumably not of the LeRoy child. 

“Well, now you just let them all fight for them- 
selves, Geoffry!” cried his wife. “Don’t you get 
mixed up in it.. It’s no business of yours. You’ve 
fought other people’s battles all your life, and you’ve 
spoiled your whole career doing it. You don’t feel 
the cold so very much, and why should you get into 
trouble on account of a lot of people who haven’t got 
spirit enough to stand up for themselves ?” 

“Oh, I shall keep the peace!” her husband sighed. 
“But there’s younger blood in the field, my dear. 
Just now there’s nobody in charge of all Engle’s 
theaters but Wellfort, and, of course, Melville has 
his ear. But wait till Engle gets back to town, and 
you may yet see two or three people ‘standing up for 
themselves,’ people who can afford to.” 

“Dear me!” said Mrs. Norris, “it’s a pity about 
them! I guess if you can put up with it, they can!” 


. 


R. NORRIS continued to wander about 

the room, pulling books off the shelves 

and pushing them back again. When- 
ever he took his cigar out of his mouth, he whistled 
softly to himself “On Christmas Day, on Christ- 
Presently his wife began to talk in 
a breathless, erying voice that burst from her like 
the long-repressed spirit of injury itself: “Of course 
I know I’m nothing but a woman, Geoffry, and 
men think there isn’t any woman that can appre- 
them, and you think I’m just a hindrance 
to all your manly impulses, and if it weren’t for me 
you'd feel free to starve or anything you’d really 
like. That’s what all the books say, I know, about 
the wives of eminent men, and yet I don’t see but 
what they all did just about as they pleased anyhow, 


mas Day.” 


( iate 


owever eminent they were, and they pend more 
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money on their cigars this minute than their wives 
do on their clothes, and I’m sure you’re always per- 
fectly furious when my clothes aren’t as good as 
other ladies’! And I do know just how you feel, 
dear, about that horrid Walker Melville, and I love 
you to feel that way because it’s right, and a sick 
child is so much worse than anything, and I should 
think you’d be frozen to death yourself anyway, but 
you know you ean’t help it; you know you must put 
up with it, Geoffry! Geoffry, just think what we’ve 
been through the last few years when you were out 
with the Trust, and your position to keep up and 
everything, and all we’ve planned to do lately and 
that I’ve set my heart on; you know I have, now, 
just as we’re beginning to be comfortable— Oh, 
and it does make me so mad to see how people use 
you and spend your money and get you to take up 
their. quarrels just because you’ve always done it, 
and they say, ‘Oh, that’s just like Norry,’ and they 
make a lot of you at that nasty ‘Babes’’ that takes 
up all your time, and that’s all the thanks you get 
for it! Oh, of course I know you'll never pay the least 
attention to anything J say to you any more than 
you're doing now, as if it wasn’t hard enough to be 
always nagging at you, as if I ever had a thought in 
this world of anything but your good, and after I’ve 
given up all the best years of my life to trying to 
do something with you and not succeeding, just as 
everybody said I wouldn’t, I do think I deserve some 
consideration, Geoffry, even if I am your wife!” 

Norris’s tour of the bookshelves had now brought 
him directly behind his wife’s chair; he thrust back 
another volume and, leaning over her, suddenly and 
gently took her in his arms. Releasing her after a 
moment of this embrace, and still holding her hand, 
he was surprised to find her fingers unresponsive 
and her eyes unmollified. 

“Tf you quarrel with this management, with the 
Trust, now,” she persisted, “just to show what a high 
spirit you’ve got, I should like to know what J get 
out of it?” 

“But I’m not going to quarrel with it. 
thought of a quarrel.” 

“We can’t afford those luxuries,” she said with a 
bitterness which he felt to be partly in sympathy 
with him, and, as it was high time fer him to start 
for the matinée, he took her rueful little face in his 
two hands and kissed her good-by. “On Christmas 
Day,” he jested to her wet eyes, “on Christmas Day 
in the morning Afford! As far as quarreling is 
concerned, I’m an ideal economist.” 

She was crying and he was laughing, but she struck 
his laughter dead when she said: “You only make 
love to me because you want to keep me quiet.” 

“Those remarks are the trifles in which it would 
be well to economize,” he told her, acidly, as he 
started off. 

She called after him: “I think you owe me a 
decent living, just the same!” Her moist, unrecon- 
ciled, doting glance followed him as he left her, and 
then, as another proof of his unbearable self-suffi- 
ciency, she heard, with the opening of the front door, 
his vague and cheerful whistle: “What shall little 
children bring, on Christmas Day, in the morning?” 


I’ve no 


T WAS almost time for the first act to be ealled 
when Mrs. Dale 
woman” of the company, knocked at 


Roscoe, the imposing “old 
Norris’s 
door. “Norry,” she said as she came in, “have you 
got a drop of whisky ?” 

“Sam shall go for some.” 

“Yes, do let him. It’s not for me; it’s for that 
miserable child. His cold’s worse and his poor fool 
of a mother’s almost distracted with him. How’s 
Effie?” she asked as Sam went out. 

“She’s munificent.” He looked round vaguely for 
his tie and displayed the emerald. 

“Tm!” said Mrs. Roscoe. “Very handsome.” She 
was fond of Eftie, but she considered her marriage 
with Geoffry Norris the action of a presuming chit. 
No one had known better than she the pressure and 
discomfort of those last few years when Norris had 
been “out” with the Trust and had seen new men of 
meager talents go past him to their wind-filled suc- 
cesses, but he stood to her always for the days of his 
] 


glory; she refused to be impressed by Eftie’s emerald 
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“Quite a tidy little fortune in it, I should say, 
for a person who prides herself on being the econo- 
mist of the family! Did she like her furs?” 

“She was charmed with them. Also she said she 
hoped they were paid for. She’s an incurable opti- 
mist,” he smiled. And he added in a tone of sincere 
congratulation: “And, really, you know, they are half 
paid for!” 

“You shouldn’t encourage her to be so trifling,” 
Mrs. Roscoe declared. 

“Ah, sharper than a serpent’s tooth to have a 
thankless bride! She’ll have the things on when 
she comes this afternoon. Be sure you drop in and 
take a look at her—she’s so very pretty in them. 
Oh, thank you, Sam.” 

The first act was called then so that Mrs. Roscoe, 
who opened it, had to go and Norris himself took 
in the whisky to the sick boy. Poor Mrs. LeRoy 
was altogether too flurried by this attention to ad- 
minister the drink to her son, and Norris, seeing a 
broken tumbler standing near the basin, rinsed it, 
poured a little of the liquor into it, added some 
water, and said to the mother: “I suppose it’s all 
right for him to have this?” 

“He’s ’most in a chill,” the mother sniffed. 

Norris bent over the child and put the glass to the 
little cold lips. “Try how this goes,” he said. 

Georgie gulped it down, and Norris, taking one of 
his hands, began rubbing it. “Dr. Archibald’s com- 
ing to see me this afternoon,” he said, “and we'll 
ask him what you’d better have if you get as cold as 
this again.” He looked round the room and then at 
Mrs. LeRoy. “I believe my room is warmer than 
this. There are more lights for one thing. What 
do you think of bringing him in there for the mat- 
inée? Sam/’ll carry your things.” 


HERE was a lounge in Norris’s room, and 

Norris threw his ulster on it and motioned 

to Georgie to lie down inside the ulster. 
“Never mind your make-up. Your mother can fix 
that again at the last minute.” He tucked the rough 
cloth round the child, who lay there snuggling in 
his warm nest, nothing to be seen of him except his 
querulous, elderly, small face. “You don’t seem to 
crowd the room very much,” said Norris. 

He went back to the mirror and stood there, for- 
getting to give a last touch to his make-up. The 
scrawny, icy little hand, the tremble of the chilled 
lips against the goblet, and, above all, the look of 
trust and gratitude, of worship in the morbid eyes 
of the poor, peevish child, these things touched him 
like a personal degradation, and he raged at his own 
helplessness. He was profoundly humiliated. For 
here was the truth—that he was angry but subdued 
—yes, by George, and cold, too!—before the whim 
of this young Melville. And the sight of himself in 
the glass, in all the martial swagger of his uniform, 
the very challenge in the flare of his gauntlets and 
the set of his spurred boots, in the sword by his side, 
was as if put upon him in a mockery; all that was 
manly, that was spirited and gallant in his fine ap- 
pearance, seemed to brand him as a cheat. Was this 
submission and dependence what his fine appearance 
had brought him to? Was it his personal defection, 
or was it true that the artist “has parted with some- 
thing of the sterner dignity of man”? He cast a lus- 
terless glance upon the paint and powder and look- 
ing-glass, and his hand moved strongly 
in its glove. Sam advised him of his ap- 
proaching cue, and he turned and smiled 
at Georgie before he went downstairs. 

Melville’s dressing-room was scrupu- 
lously closed. He was not a star who 
could afford to risk his dignity by allow- 
ing the members of his company to stray 
in and sit about on his trunks; if you 
went to speak with him on business his 
man opened the door a crack and said 
that Mr. Melville was “dressing,” as if 
there were something veiled and occult 
in that rite. In the gay and gallus Babes’ 
Club a legend had started up that he 
wore a toupée and was sensitive about 
being seen without it. This libel was 
the greater outrage upon Melville’s pride 
because he suspected that Norris was re- 
sponsible for it. Norris was responsible 
for so many of the Babes’ ways, while it 
was only lately that Melville’s indisputa- 
ble prominence had forced him an en- 
trance to that outer circle where his 
foothold was still unaccustomed and in- 
secure; there was nothing he would not 
have done tobe welcome in itssanctum. Thus at times 
he found disappointments even in being a star, for 
though in the theater the person who had come to be 
Melville’s bugbear was only Geoffry Norris, a high- 
Salaried leading man, yet at the club he was “Norry,” 
and the gates went wide before him. That Christ- 
mas afternoon, however, they were in the theater. 

_It was just as Norris reached the wings that Mel- 
ville came forth, and the two men met. 
you, Norry?” said the star very affably. 
Christmas!” . 


? 


“How are 


“Merry 
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He looked good-tempered and big, irresistibly 
handsome and wholesome, and it was Christmas 
Day; Norris stopped before him with a sudden 
warmth of resolution. “Melville,” he said, “can’t they 
turn on some heat? No, now listen tome. The boy’s 
sick—Georgie, I mean—looks like the beginning of 
the grip. You don’t want to freeze him out?” 

Melville regarded his leading man with a kind of 
slow congealment of his pleasantness; the blank 
glaze of authority formed itself upon, his face. “Very 
sorry. I can’t allow steam behind the scenes,” he 
said at length. 


ORRIS turned and walked to the stage. The 
next moment an outbreak of welcoming ap- 
plause announced his entrance. But there 

had been bystanders, and to them Melville said: 
“Tf the child’s so sick he can’t do his work in the 
same way as other people, I better get somebody 
who can. I don’t want a child to work when he’s 
sick any more than anybody else does.” 

Nobody answered him. The women were stand- 
ing about holding kimonos or knit shawls over their 
shoulders until their cues should come. The stage- 
hands, fearless and furious, lowered at Melville and 
walked about, flapping their arms or coughing noisily 
in the entrances. One young fellow with the phy- 
sique of a pugilist kept a woolen scarf tied ostenta- 
tiously around his face and head. Georgie came 
downstairs in his white satin suit with his lean, 
dank curls dangling sparsely round his face; on his 
way toward Melville he gave forth a prodigious 
sneeze. The actors re- 
frained from looking 
at each other with an 
obviousness more em- 
phatic than a shout. 

Melville must have 
felt a twinge of dis- 
comfort. “You’re not 
getting ready to be 
sick, are you, my 
child?” he asked pleas- 
antly. And Georgie, 
long trained in propi- 
tiation, trembled out: 
“Oh, I’m not sick, Mr. 
Melville, I just—got 
a cold—kind of.” 

“Well, now, my 
boy, this is just the 
place to get rid of 


































Che child lap 
there snuggling 
in his warm 
nest, nothing to 
be seen of him 
except his quer- 
ulous, elderly, 

small face 


MLEONE 
BRACKER- 


it. If you were in a hot, stuffy room, breathing foul 


air, first thing you knew you’d be laid up. I used to 
be an invalid myself till I found that out, and now 
look at me. If you feel cold take deep breaths.” 

“Oh, I don’t feel so awful cold,” the child 
replied. “Mr. Norris gave me some whisky, and 
in his room he He stopped, warned by the 
cloud on Melville’s face, that he had damaged his 
Cause, 

“I’d no idea you were a protégé of Mr. Norris,” 
said the star, and then swinging the child to his 
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shoulder he assumed an expression of the tenderest 
protection and they made their entrance. 

As soon as he was safely on the stage the leading 
lady, harking back to the encounter between Mel- 
ville and Norris, whispered: “Did you ever expect to 
see Norry take a look like that?’ 

“Oh, well,” replied the character man: “I don’t 
see but he’s kept pretty quiet the last few years, 
since he’s been married.” 

“T guess Norry’s like the rest of us,” the comedian 
volunteered. ‘“He’s getting older.” 

Whether this were so or not, he was certainly 
growing patient. For though, as the afternoon wore 
on, his indignation about the child turned into some- 
thing like anxiety, still he behaved with the calmest 
decorum, remembering the things which he could 
not afford and how he owed it to Effie te economize 
in impulse. And as the matinée, amid plaudits and 
music, took its brilliant course, he and Melville bow- 
ing grandly to each other before the curtain, up- 
stairs, now and again: “You don’t think I’m going 
to be sick?’ Georgie would ask him. Once the boy 
volunteered a list of symptoms. “I’m all hot one 
minute and:then I’m cold. And my head feels so 
queer—you know, all thicky, and it don’t get better, 
Mr. Norris; it just gets worse. There’s a pain in the 
back of it and a pain in the front, and my back does 
ache so and I’m dizzy and I can’t breathe a bit. Oh, 
Mr. Norris, do you think I’m going to be too sick 
to play?” 

This being too sick to play presently became the 
burden of his plaints. “I want to look all right 
when Mr. Welfort comes this afternoon, 
so he won’t think I’m sick.” It being 
suggested to him that if Welfort un- 
derstood the case he would willingly let 
Georgie lie off a day or so, his part being 
hardly more than a picturesque effect, 
which could easily be cut out for a time. 
“Don’t you believe it,” shrilled the child. 
“They’d cut it out for good then. Mr. 
Melville don’t like me, ’cause it’s his fault 
I caught cold and ’cause you’re so good 
to me. If I was to lay off he’d think that 
was a good chance to fire me, and Mr. 
Welfort don’t care about me, one way or 
another; he’d let him.” 

He reiterated this statement, as a kind 
of rebellious warning, on the arrival of 
Dr. Archibald, who ran in to tell Norris 
that it would be impossible for them to 
dine together, and whose attention Norris 
drew to the child. “I got to play, Doctor, 
I got to! Mama hasn’t got any kind of 

job either. Oh, I got to play!” 
he insisted. At the grave kind- 
ness of the doctor’s face, his tears 
of pain and apprehension over- 
Mis flowed. He tried to ery quietly, 
so as not to spoil his make-up. 
> The doctor, who was an old 
hand behind the scenes and knew 
all the rigors of that primrose 
uk path, yet could not but override 
Georgie’s determination. It was 
a well-developed case of grip, and 
the child must be in bed for a 
week at least. His mother must 
take him home directly. 

“Oh, can’t I play to-night !” gasped the boy. 

The doctor inexorably wrote out a cer- 
tificate of illness, to be presented to the 
stage-manager. “I’ll tell Melville as I go 
down.” Nothing in his experience, even of 
eccentric stars, could lead him to believe that Mel- 
ville would discharge the child—“though the whole 
condition here’s outrageous,” he declared. 


HERE was, of course, nothing that Norris 
could do for Georgie, who was too sick to 
play, and that ended it. Why was it, then, 

that at this particular juncture, as he walked up and 
down the corridor outside his door, Norris began to 
lose his sensation as of the child being murdered 
with himself as accessory before the fact? Was it 
because his growing suspicion of Melville’s next 
move gave, however unaccountably, a little spring 
and mounting quickness to his blood? At any rate, 
it was no longer the child’s sick face that haunted 
him; it was his wife, it was Effie who kept him com- 
pany in that lounging promenade, it was his vision 
of her that roused in him something like remorse, 
a kind of longing pity and reluctance, as if any 
joy of hers were somehow doomed, as if, here and 
now, her poor little battle were being fought and 
lost. And yet he was only waiting, quietly enough, 
to see what that cad meant to do with the child. 
The piece was ended while Georgie was still being 
got into his street clothes, and when Norris came 
upstairs, after the final curtain, a note had just been 
delivered to Mrs. LeRoy. It was directed in Mel- 
ville’s hand, and the poor woman was afraid to open 
it. She handed it to Georgie, whom she looked upon 
habitually as her mental superior, and she remained 
kneeling on the ground with her head fussily bent 
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over the child’s little straps and buckles; her hands 
seemed shaky. But her meager arms were quick and 
kind enough when the boy, having picked out his 
dismissal from the unfamiliar script, dashed himself 
with a hysterical cry upon her breast. 

Taking up the note: “May I see?” asked Norris 
sweetly. He read quite through the civil little cruel 
“businesslike” phrases. They painted, vividly as the 
brush of any artist, the complacence, the self-satis- 
faction, the gloating in his safe revenge of the look 
with which Melville had written them, counting on 
the child’s tears. Norris saw, clear enough, that it was 
the look of a monster. He turned and, going softly 
and rapidly out of the room, ran down the stairs. 

The stage rang with the noise 
of the set being struck, and Norris 
passed amid the whirling scenery 
and the calls of the stage-hands. 
Standing just outside the star’s 
door, Melville’s dresser tried to 
intercept him. He put the 
dresser out of the way without 
roughness or explanation, and 
afterward the bewildered boy 


continued to hang about the 
threshold, awaiting any signal 


from within. Norris entered and 
closed the door. In the lock 
there was a key, which he turned 
and slipped into the one gaunt- 
let he still wore. His step went 
very light over the income he 
had thrown under his feet by 
such an entrance; he was much 
at his ease, and as he stood re- 
garding the astounded Melville, 
while a breath which was almost 
a laugh parted his lips, there 
dawned upon him something 
which still further amused him, 
and stirred his wrath. 

The room was dazzlingly bright, 
and the multitude of lights and 
some less obvious agency, some 
probable boiler or lighting plant 
in the basement, flooded it with 
an intense rich heat. It flashed 
upon Norris that very likely this 
was what had put the whole ad- 
vertising scheme into the fellow’s 
head. They had happened to build 
the star-room over some furnace, 
perhaps, that they couldn’t turn 
off—for the steam had to be kept 
up all the time to send it into 
the front of the house for the 
audience — and no wonder the 
man couldn’t stand any more 
heat. Norris even wondered how 
they got the*room cooled off suf- 
ficiently to impress interviewers, 
and then he recalled the 
child and turned his clear glance 
enthusiastically upon that com- 
posed mask of Melville’s, where 
at least the complacency could 
be broken. It was broken already. 

Melville was standing against 
the wall at the farthermost end 
of the room; he still wore his 
captain’s armor, but no helmet, 
and Norris was shocked, though 
not deterred, by the panic that 
clamored and shuddered in his 
face. The involuntary host 
snatched toward him the nearest 
chair, and as Norris advanced 
upon him with a “What the 
devil,” he gave forth a kind of 
squealing oath, and in a convul 
sion of terror and temper lifted it threateningly 
in the air. Norris caught it out of his hands and 
threw it behind him. He leaned forward and struck 
Melville a sharp blow in the face, and Melville, in 
spired by the sting, stifled a yell, shut his eyes, caught 
his opponent’s fist in both his hands and began, with 
even a certain vigor, to give forth ill-directed kicks 
Then all his little stock of boldness shattered by the 


sick 


rush of pain as Norris’s other hand sent him spin 
ning after the chair, he collapsed, raging and weep 
ing there on the ground, armor and all, wit! ound 
as of a smashed tinshop, and with his poor, con 
vulsed, distorted face buried in his big arms Phere 
was a brief pause in the energies of the stage-hand 
outside, as if they were listening to hear if anything 
had happened. The dresser knocked tentatively on the 
door and even went so far as to say: Mr 


Melville 
but Melville did not answer. His deeper fear of 
cule retained its hold over even his bod: 

“Stand up,” Norris said to him with a new 
ness, and “Cet up!” he repeated in valr He tool 
hold of Melville’s hauberk and heave d to his feet the 
poor fallen knight, who immediately hudd 
the protection of the wall, covering his face NO! 
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dropped away his fighting look, the look of a boy 
on a holiday. The horrid huddle against the wall 
shamed him to sickness for itself. “Good God!” he 
said in a soft-voiced horror, and walked away. 

Out of the whirl of his sensations an idea sud- 
denly projected, the idea of making something for 
Georgie out of Melville’s terrors. He was balked 
of his fight; let him, as a model economist, at least 
get something in exchange. 

With his plan half-matured, he 
again and was just in time to see that Melville 
had pulled himself together and was poising to 
fall on him from the rear. Melville’s eyes bulged 
with the alarm of detection, but he late 


turned round 


was too 





Morris sprang on him, and the two went crashing backward 


to stop himself; he hurtling through space 
with his right arm waving stiffly before him. Norris 
turned a little to one side and Melville landed with 


i shattering jar against the make-up shelf; appre- 


came 


hension and the pain in his arm shocked him to an 
and he managed to whirl around 
vith a blind left fist that landed 
Norris’s shoulder, and hardly 


away again. 


nsane resolute ness, 
again and drive out 
like a wad on knew 


ow to get tself 


N THE instant 


laugh ‘That’s 
dropped the other man into it 


relieved 


Norris broke 


999 


into a 
He picked up the chair and 
“Hold up and 


get your wind. You’re all right. We’re quits,” he said 
ndulgently. “I want to make a bargain with you.” 

I did hit you,” Melville sobbed 

Oh, Lord, yes,” Norris gaily assented. Suddenly 

eye narr ed with their first hint of irony “Ts 
that a version you’re planning to give out at the 
Babes’ ?” And he glar ced at Melville’s Tace. True 
to his profession’s unwritten law, he had considered 
that night pel ‘ormance and left no telltale bruiss 
there but thr | Me Ilville’s make up a hand stil 

ed in si iriet 

The mention he club, the regnable eas 


and security with which the club’s chiefest member 
admitted having been struck, these were oil upon 
the flame of Melville’s torment. 

“__ — you,” he began to curse. “Is that what 
you're going to do? In there? To tell! Are you? 
What did you come in here for anyhow? What do 
you want?” 

“T don’t want to make a reputation off you, if 
that’s what you mean,” the other smiled. “I came 
in here for a row, but we’re quits now, as I said; we 
can eall it off. If you'll take back George LeRoy.” 

“What !” 

“Take him back after he’s well again. Let him 
lie off a week or ten days; take him back and keep 
him all season, see there’s no ex- 
cuse made for throwing him out 
later on. Georgie stays, there’s no 
row! Georgie goes and—there is.” 

The declared issue made a si- 
lence in the room. Norris was 
still standing, and Melville’s 
mottled, puffy, tear-stained face 
looked up at him stupidly, and 
with a furtive and yet a rapidly 
swelling hate. To normal blood 
the heat from that furnace in the 
basement, which must be ungov- 
ernable, was distinctly oppressive, 
so was the look of the man in 
the chair. Norris averted his 
gaze and waited, his glance 
skimming all the room’s heroie 
properties. There was, for in- 
stance, a portable shower bath 
and rubber tub, displayed by the 
supposedly accidental misplace- 
ment of the chints screen which 
stood open, moderately near them; 
the latter’s figured stuff made an 
odd feminine note in the flagrant 
masculinity of the remaining 
decorations—a pipe-rack made of 
tusks, with souvenir pipes to show 
reporters; boxing-gloves, crossed 
foils, some enlarged kodaks of 
Melville in slouch hat and leg- 
gings surrounded by dead birds, 
or open boats with Melville at 
the helm and a great deal of 
throat showing; over the mirror 
was a pair of antlers holding the 
rifle Melville liked to point out 
as having done for their original 
owner; on the make-tp place 
itself lay a sample set of Mel- 
ville’s new photographs in cos- 
tume—in the topmost one he car- 
ried a flag in one hand and a 
broken sword in the other. Norris 
was experiencing considerable 
amusement, but the alloy of pity 
and shame penetrated it all. 
“Well,” he said at length, “is it 
a bargain?” 

There were writing materials 
on the shelf at Melville’s elbow, 
and, motioning toward these, 
Norris added: “Write a line to 
Georgie and tell him it’s all right.” 

Melville looked at the shelf too, 
and amid its papers and trinkets 
he saw something which he had 
forgotten, or, rather, he saw its 
little black handle, for the slen- 
der, shining barrel happened to 
be wholly hidden. It had been 
got out to show an interviewer 


as the companion of his long 
walks at night; he had never 


used it, but at the recollection 
of it he got nervously to his feet and swayed for- 
ward, bringing himself within so inconsiderable a 
distance of Norris’s face as to suggest that he might 
mean suddenly to bite. “If I don’t want to lower 
myself by fighting with you, all I’ve got to do is to 
lift my voice.” 

“Lift it,” said Norris. 

The other gasped, with a little spitting swallow of 
“Maybe you forget my man’s just outside. All 
those stage-hands belong to me. I can have youthrown 
t of here, kicked out of the theater, by calling!” 


rage 


“All right. I’m no lightweight exactly, but 
you're heavier, you’re a bit taller, you’re fifteen 
years younger I won't enlarge upon your—your 
iccouterments. Call for help.” 

“You took good care I couldn’t get it! You 
locked the door.” 

Norris took the key out of his glove and threw 
t on the shelf. Ile took off the glove and stuck it 

his belt with its mate, above his empty scabbard. 


But if he had yielded to the hope of provoking Mel 
his hope was 

» was obliged to break another lenet 
ng ‘Haven’t we had enough of this?” 


e - , : 
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I will show these wound chaps 
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He still reveres the past; but an 
Overturned coach and a bwo-mile 
walk inthe snow are making him think_ 


“Ah! children, |was a; little late for dinner and also Cross: but“now 
that the Flowing bowl has warmed my masrows and | can thynk with reason, | 

can see that modern conditions compel us to meet them with mod- 
ern ways, even when we try bo celebrate an old-fashioned Christmas’ 
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smothered glance. He put his hand down biddably 
to the shelf as if to pick up a pen, and closed in 
on the revolver. Then he said to Norris, very low, 
in a thick, choking voice: “In a fight—you’ve got 
everything—your way. You know how—you’re in 
practise—and everything. I’m not used to rough- 
and-tumble — rat fights— I’m no bar-room loafer. 
You got me at a disadvantage—a disadvantage. 
You think you’ve got me at 
don’t you?” He lifted the 
you like that?” he said. 

The men were not three 
feet apart; the cold mouth 
of the little weapon was 
almost nestling through 
Norris’s open coat, against 
the silken shirt over his 
breast. His make-up could 
not hide the white temper 
that now hardened his 
face, and his gray eyes 
blazed black and cold with 
a rage that could almost 
pierce the steel of Mel- 
ville’s armor—that armor 
which he wore in the new 
photograph of himself, 
where he was defending a 
flag alone, with a broken 
sword. Norris did not 
speak. 

“You think,” Melville 
told him, “that I won’t 
use this—that I won’t 
dare. But I will—self- 
defense. You began it. 
And you locked the door. 
You threw out my dresser. 
He'll testify. But any- 
way—lI don’t care! I will, 
I don’t care!” His voice, 
at once watery and shrill, 
swung higher and higher, 
the revolver began to 
shake in his uplifted hand. 
“Tt makes a difference, 
don’t it? Eh? Will I 
keep Georgie? No, I 
won't! Think ITl- keep 
you? No, I won’t! You 
—coward, you! You— 
bully! Well, it’s my turn 
now. You've got to eat 
dirt now! You apologize, 


your merey—now— 
revolver. 


“How do 


do you hear? Do you 
hear? I—” Suddenly, 
unexplainedly, he took 


alarm again; fear and tri- 
umph struggled hysteric- 
ally in his shout: “Ill 
give you one chance to 
get out of here—walk out 
of here before you're 
kicked out! All that’s 
coming to you now is to 
get out of here. Get out 
of here! Don’t you stand 
there trying to face me 
down! I’ve had enough 
of you! You get out of 
here, you get out of here 
—or I'll fire! I don’t care 
what happens, I'll fire in 
your face, by God, I will! 
By God, I will!” 


ND then Norris put 


up a hand quicker 





and stronger than 
Melville’s trembling fin- 
gers. Melville saw his 
move too late and pulled 


the trigger so that the 
pistol went off just as it 
knocked out of his 





was 
grasp. The next instant — © eit: 

it had been kicked into ae (| e ee 
a far corner, and as he 


heard men running toward 
his room, Melville at last cried out to them. In the 
same instant with the knocking and calling of the 
stage-hands, Norris sprang on him, and the two went 
crashing backward. Melville, who was underneath, 
threw up his arms as he fell. THe knocked over the 
screen near the bath-tub, and Norris was arrested 
upon his knees on Melville’s chest by the sight of 
something directly facing him across Melville’s head, 
something that had been concealed by the screen 
and that stood there now in full view, quietly burn- 
ing and glowing and filling the whole room with its 
rich heat. It was a good-sized oil-stove. 

And when Norris saw it there and remembered 
all the trouble that had been taken to hide it, and 
all the advertising that Melville had got out of his 


warm blood, when he saw over the whole room th: 


QA IW Foley. 
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kodaks and the weapons and the trophies that cer- 
tified to Melville’s fortitude, when, kneeling there, 
he looked down upon that poor, soft, ghastly face, 
and felt his knees against that ineffectual hauberk, 
he saw in a new light what manner of creature this 
was that he had been holding accountable, like a 
man, and he burst into a full, ringing, whole-hearted 
laugh. 

The stage-hands were battering on the door and 
he was afraid they would have it down. “It’s all 


EAR Lord, be good to Santa Claus, 
He’s been so good to me; 
I never told him so because 
He is so hard to see. 
He must love little children so 
To come through snow and storm; 
Please care for him when cold winds blow 
And keep him nice and warm. 


~“~, EAR Lord, be good to him and good 
To Mary Christmas, too. 

I’d like to tell them, if I could, 
The things I’m telling you. 

They’ve both been very good to me, 
And everywhere they go 

They make us glad;—no wonder we 
All learn to love them so. 


LEASE have him button up his coat 
So it will keep him warm; 
And wear a scarf about his throat 
If it should start to storm. 
And when the night is dark, please lend 
Him light if stars are dim, 
Or maybe sometimes you could send 
An Angel down with him. 


LEASE keep his heart so good and kind 
That he will always smile; 
And tell him maybe we will find 
And thank him after while. 
Please keep him safe from harm and keep 
Quite near and guard him when 
He’s tired and lays him down to sleep. 
Dear Lord, please do! Amen. 
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right, boys,” he called, and they paused at the un- 
expected reassurance of his voice. “Come, get up!” 
he said, good-humoredly to the star, who got to his 
knees and, shattered as he was, immediately tugged 
the sereen before the stove again. Norris unlocked 
the door and threw it open. “Mr. Melville fell,” he 
said, “stumbled over a chair, and his gun went off. 
No damage all right, boys.” He nodded to the 
little crowd that nodded back and dispersed. He 
closed the door again. When, at length, Melville 
looked at him, he was sitting down with his face 
resting in his hands and laughing. 

That cheerful stove! It would be news to the 
vomen shivering upstairs; news to the stage-hands, 
jeering and caustic 


audience that had just 


those 


persons of bold, 
oeabularies: news to the 


eves 











































been following the poses of the hero, to all his audi- 
ences, and particularly to the girls who bought his 
photographs and filled up his house at matinées; it 
would be the most hilarious of news to the daily 
papers that had been glad to puff him up for the 
entertainment of the public, and would be equally 
glad to flay him for it. When Norry thought what 
news it would be for the Babes’ Club and imagined 
its next reception of Melville, his grin broke out 
again, proud and wicked, like a boy’s. It was then 


that a swallowing, mild 
voice suggested to him: 
“Now look here, Norry, 


we don’t want to quarrel.” 
He realized then the full 
price of his news. 

“You don’t, anyhow,” 
he said, glancing toward 
the stove. In the glance 
he took in Melville, who 
seemed to ‘have experi- 
enced something like eold 
water and come forth 
sobered. 

“Well now, see here, 
Norry, what are you 
going to do?” 

“Do? Oh, nothing.” He 
rose, giving himself a lit- 
tle stretching shake, and 
started, still grinning, 
toward the door. 

“Why — but — Norry! 
I'll see Georgie’s paid his 
salary while he’s sick a 
couple of weeks. [ll write 
you that note now.” 

“Oh, never mind. I 
shan’t need any note. You 
won’t trouble Georgie. 
Only to think, though, 
that I took you seriously: 
to think in another mo- 
ment I’d have nearly 
killed you.” 


“Well, that’s between 
man and man—quits, as 
you said. I don’t bear 


any grudge for that—old 
fellow. But you mean, 
then, you won’t say any- 
thing, Norry, about—” 
“The stove? What, 
while the boy’s at stake! 
Throw away a valuable 
piece of property by which 
I can effect a little high- 
class blackmail! No such 
extravagance! But look 
here, you know! How 
about the steam heat?” 
“Well, of course, I—T’'ll 
have the heat turned on.” 
“All right. You give 
the order, then.” He went 
out of Melville’s room still 
smiling to himself. 


sé 


ELL, everybody 
says you had 
some kind of a 


fight,” Effie persisted. 

“Why, yes, a kind of a 
fight.” 

“Well, did you really 
the stage-hands say so- 
was it a regular fight, 
Geoftry ?” 

“Oh, as irregular as you 
please.” 

“Oh, nobody can 
get anything out of you.’ 

She was stopped in the 
corridor an instant by 
Mrs. Dale who 
looked at with 
jubilant eyes; on the 
stairs the character-man 
greeted them with a sig- 
nificant crow of: “Hallo, Norry!” The stage-hands, 
who had signed the treaty of peace by laying aside 
their overcoats, followed Norris with the grins of 
a jocose idolatry, accepting him as a representative 
of their sex. Everywhere was to be heard the softly 
hissing song of steam as it mounted in the pipes. 

Effie was keenly alive to the tribute in the air. 
She walked very close to her husband, trying to look 
unconscious, but with a little air of possession ; she 
wore a big bunch of violets that she had bought her- 
self, but that she hoped people would think he had 
given her, and her blond, feminine prettiness bloomed 
more richly above their color. In everything was 
so much composure, pleasantness, and peace that the 
tune which had obsessed Norris in the morning begal 
through his thoughts again—“What shall 
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“In the old days, when F used reindeer, J never got home before dawn!” 
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Fair Netje gathers Christmas qreens out in the forest, deep, 


With which to deck her father’s home with garlands, nice but cheap. 
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Her lover, Jacobus de Groot, by chance is passing near— 
Her frantic screams are borne to him upon the air, so clear. 
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Che brave but grasps his tomahawk —the hawk that never misses. 
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And soon he overtakes the pair—“ Unhand the maid!” he hisses. 









 Kair Netje rushes to her beau and falls upon his neck. 
“Ob, Jacobus, you've saved my life!” cries she. “Come, let us treck.” 


re Mig y= 
hy ve ii 


~~ 








SSS ee a “ : A ea ati 
When suddenly a Mohawk brave appears upon the scene, 
And captive makes the lovely maid, with far from gentle mien. 
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Though lacking arms he straightway runs to aid the maid, forlorn, 
And as he sprints, with sudden strength, he straightens out his horn. : 
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Chen points the youth his trusty gun straight at the warrior’s head, 
And fills it with tobacco smoke and pouff! the wretch falls dead. 
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Her father qrasps the hero’s hand and saps, ““Chy deed is fine, 








Ao more will FJ oppose thy suit; mp daughter, Jake, -is thine.” 
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Four Famous American Songs 


This is by far the most beautiful, interesting and 
valuable calendar we have ever published. 


Each of the four large sheets (9% x 15 inches) illustrates in 
color the homes and childhood scenes of the authors of the four | 
most famous American songs, giving a portrait, autograph and | 
biography of the author, the history of the song, words of the | 
— and on the reverse side a full piano music score with the © 
words. 


One of These Calendars Should be 
in Every Home 
It is an authentic picture history of songs dear to every 


American heart. 


Sent postpaid for 10 cents in coin or stamps. Or—One cap | 
from a jar of Swift's Beef Extract. Or—10 Wool Soap Wrappers. 
(In Canada 10 cents additional is required on account of duty.) | 


When ordering for the household, remember 


SWIFT’S PRIDE SOAP 
SWIFT’S PRIDE WASHING POWDER 
SWIFT’S PRIDE CLEANSER AND WOOL SOAP 


are always to be depended upon for excellence and are the most 
€conomical from the standpoint of quality and _ satisfaction. 
hen you write for the calendar, address 


SWIFT & COMPANY, 4134 Packer's Ave., CHICAGO, ILL. ~ 
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YOU NEED AN 
| 2. JMER- PLAYER 


J PIANO 


F you are a novice in 
music — if you cannot 
play by hand, youneed 
an /NNER-PLAYER 

Piano, because one of 
these instruments will 
make it unnecessary for 
you to depend upon others for 

musical enjoyment. It will place in your hands 
at once, the power to play more selections than any pianist 
has in his repertoire. 
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Even if you are a master of technique and prefer manual 
playing to the use of a player device, you should have 
an /NNER-PLAYER Piano— because preliminary prac- 
tice on new compositions with the music rolls will give you a better 
knowledge of the composers’ ideas of interpretation and thus will 
help you in your study of expression. 

If there is any doubt in your mind, ¢ry an /NNER-PLAYER Piano. Ask your 
dealer to let you play on one of them, any composition you may choose. Then 
see how ¢asi/y you can obtain effects which satisfy even the most critical musician. 





But be sure that you see a genuine /NVFR-PLAYFR Piano. Ordinary “ player 
pianos” are often erroneously called “Inner-Players.” Therefore, bear in 
mind that — 

[NNER - PLAYER is the name which belongs only to our patented 


[HNER- PLAYER mechanism, and that an [NNER- PLAYER Piano is 
one of OUR pianos containing the [NNER- PLAYER. 


Look for the title [NNER- PLAYER and the name of 
THE CABLE COMPANY on the frontboard of the instrument. 
When you buy you will want one of these instruments because the /VNZR- 
PLAYER has patented and exclusive features which give you absolute control 
over expression —a matter so important that you must not overlook it. 


The Transposing Device enables you The Solo-Aid enables you to emphasize 


to change instantly from one key to another 
or to make compensation for expansion or 
contraction of the music roll, if it has been 
affected by atmospheric changes. 


The Miniature Keyboard gives the same 


the melody to any desired degree, simply by 
the pressure of the finger on a little tablet. 

The adjustable Wrist-Rest supports the 
wrists at points where you experience fatigue 
when operating the ordinary instrument. The 





effect of “touch” as the impact of the fingers | Pedal Lever Action makes pedaling so ae 
on the keys when the piano is played by hand. | that only slight pressure of the feet is required. 








THERE ARE FOUR [HNER-PLAYER PIANOS 


THE CONOVER /NNER-PLAYFR PIANO THE CABLE /NNERPIAYR PIANO 
THE CAROLA /NNER-PIAVR PIANO THE KINGSBURY /NNER-PLAYR PIANO 
Made with the single 88-note, the single 65-note or the duplex 88 and 65-note scale. 


Piano and [NNER-PLAYER mechanism both guaranteed for five years. 











We wwant to send you our Book of JNNER-PLAYER Pianos. It is a work you 
should have if you are thinking of buying a piano with a player device. It describes 
Sully every feature of the /NNER-PLAYER and the /NNER-PLAYER Pianos. It will give you 


helpful information, To getitand to learn 
The l ube TOMY. YUH, Chicago: 


the name of nearest dealer, simply sign the 
coupon and mail it to us. 

Gentlemen: Please send your Book of 
/NNER-PLAYER Pianos. 


The (able Company 


Cable Building, Wabash Avenue 
and Jackson Boulevard 
CHICAGO Col. 12-9. City 
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at PING Wizard T 

= lil Mono-Rail JUM izard Top 
ond Cte Travels 100 Feet on Inclined Wire, Revolves 10,000 Times 
a minute with One Pull of the Cord. Any Child can do it. 


This Marvelous Top apparently defies the fixed laws of gravity and equilibrium, 
It will spin in any position with its center line at any angle to its line of gravity, 
Spins on the tip of fingers, end of nose, edge of tumbler, ete. 

SEE IT JUMP FROM THE SHELL? ae 

Perfect demonstration of the railroad of the future. String the wire tight, start 
the top spinning in carriage on inclined wire and it will travel entire lk ngth. Il- 
lustrates motion of earth through its orbit. Baffles Science, delights « hildren, as- 
tounds adults. The more you spin it the more it will puzzle you 


Style A, Complete Outfit 50c. Postage 6c extra 
Style B, Nickel Plated, Special Xmas Package, $1.00 
veavy cast lacquered wheel ; wood pedestal, winding cords, br g, nickeled D 


Wizard Top, accurately made of cold rolled steel, with turned steel bearings and 
rai ree] i ' 


} 488 1 ic mo on il 
, two-wheeled carriage, steel wire track, wooden egg. with illustrated directions. , 
WIZARD PATENT DEVELOPING (0., Dept. 9, 183 T West 31st St., NEW YORK 


Xmas Orders Shipped 
Same Day Received 





A 
CHRISTMAS 
TREAT 


Around the World But Never Out of Ink! 


YOU FEEL SAFE WHEN WRITING A CHEQUE WITH 


BLAIR’S RED ROBINAND BLACK BIRD.  THESMOOTHEST | 
= INK PENCILS, THE PATENT DROPNEEDLE) WRITING INSTRUMENTS) 7 
ao eee ee IN THE WORLD veni at back end. 


Note—Blair’s are the only practical Ink Pencils. Take no chances on a substitute. Owing to U. 8. and British Patents 






Are Ink Tight 
in the et. 












they can not be imitated. For Correspondence, Manifolding, Ruling and Stenograp! No leaky air tube, they fill easier. Hold 50 per 

cent. more ink, an+i permit the use of Blair's Safety Iuk-Making Cartridges. 10c. extra. Saving cost of check punch, $5.00. Pvint will last 

for years. Soon saves cost. PRICES: P ; $1.25; Chased and Gold Mounted, $1.50; Red Cases, 3X in., $1.25; 
sure 8 ) ir 





Large Barrel, 4 in. or 5 in., $1.50; 3% in., Silver Filigree, $4.50; nail. 8¢. more. . k can be used 
BLAIR’S FOUNTAIN PEN COMPANY, 6 JOHN STREET, SUITE 313, NEW YORK. GET AGENCY 


IN ANSWERING THESE ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION COLLIER’S 2g 








e One Gift Every Man Wants 


a aA PAARAARD 











A man’s appreciation 
of a gift depends on how useful it is to him 
—not how much it costs. He will prize the 

















because it is both useful and omamental. 
Useful because it is a perfect razor. It does 
not cut you like the old style razors--does not 
scrape like the hoe-shaped safeties ——it shaves 
with the correct diagonal stroke——no stropping or 
honing necessary. In handsome leather case, 
with six double-edge interchangeable blades. 
Price, complete, $5.00. 
Special Holiday Sets in beautiful Pig-skin cases 
Silver-plated sets, $6.00. Gold-plated sets, $7.50 
Handsome Illustrated Booklet on request 
DURHAM DUPLEX RAZOR CO. 


111 Fifth Avenue a 
New York ait 





Free 


Trial Offer 


We will send complete outfit 
to any address, upon receipt of 
price. If not entirely satisfac- 
tory, return within 30 days and 
we will refund your money. 














Enough lamp- 
chimneys break 
from ‘‘accident”’ 
to satisfy me, 
without having 
them crack and 
smash every time 
the light is turned 
up. 

Macbeth lamp- 
chimneys xever 
break from heat. 

Reg. U.S. Pat. Off It takes an ‘“‘ac- 
cident” to end their usefulness. 

They add to the beauty, com- | 
fort and usefulness of the lamp | 

~and they fit. 

There is a Macbeth lamp-chimney made 
for every known burner, and my name is on it. 


My book will tell which one to get for your 
lamp. Itis free. Address 


MAcBETH, Pittsburgh 


‘| THE "BEST LIGHT 


Florida Water 


Unrivaled—Unequaled— Unique 


“THE UNIVERSAL PERFUME” 
For the Bath, Handkerchief and Dressing-Table 

> in the tub or basin; for a rub-down 
Delightful after exercise, tatigue or exposure; 
after shaving, and for general toilet use. 













Whenever and however used 


Murray & Lanman’s 
Florida Water 


is always grateful, comforting and reviving 






FOR A CENTURY OF CHRISTMASES 
this most popular of all Toilet Perfumes has delighted and 
refreshed Mankind in every land 


Beware of Imitations and Substitutes! 
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little children bring on Christmas Day, 
on Christmas Day?’ and his wife bore 
with it and him even though he whistled 
a bit of it almost into her ear as he held 
the stage door open for her—*What shall 
little children bring—” 

; <At their restaurant they got a_ perfect 
| table, with a waiter whose long-standing 
| friendliness weleomed them home and yet 
seemed like a delicious whiff of publie in- 
cense. She made Geoffry tell her what she 
wanted to eat, and, through the veiling 
strains of the orchestra, under their little 
rosy lamp, she seemed to hear him orde1 
ing viands soothier than the ereamy curd 
—enchanted, significant food for merry 
making, in argosy transferred from Fez. 
Presently she said: “How old is Georgie?” 

“Georgie? About nine.” 

“Well, then, I don’t think it’s necessary 
to get him champagne every day, as you 
did Mrs. Claney. I should think it an ex- 
travagance. Jellies and fruits and things, 
of course, and the doctor, perhaps; you 
could hardly do less, considering.” 

“Considering what?” he asked her. 

“Well, I suppose, a child is just natu- 
rally a responsibility.” 





| prow under his lashes, long as a 
woman’s, he regarded her with a fond, 
| teasing, coaxing mirth; then he perceived 
her to be looking fixedly at that large hand of 
his, stony white from having gone gloveless 
through the outside cold, which bore across 
one knuckle a deep scrateh. At the sight 
of this he could not forbear chuckling 
aloud: “What shall little children bring—” 

“Geoffry,” said his wife, “if you really 
hit Mr. Melville—” 

“Well, if I did?” 

“Did he promise you to turn on the 
steam heat?” 

“Tt'a: on.” 

“Did he promise that | 
charge Georgie?” 

“He volunteered that.” 


e wouldn’t dis- 








| } 
eos y) Absolutely safe. Makes and burns its own 

a7 6zas. Brilliant 500 candle power light. | 
Casté no shadow. Costs 2 cents per 
week. No smoke, grease, nor odor, Over 
200 styles. Every lamp warranted. Agents 
wanted. Write for catalog. 


Hunters’ and Trappers’ Guide } #1." 
ating all Fur A a 2 


; Ventriloquists Double Throat 
pages; leather t 4 nquists Double Throa 








THE BEST LIGHT CO. ps oor <aike tance bas hen para tee LOADS OF FUN * 
7-35 E. Sth St., Canton, O List. Anderseh Bros., Dept. 13, Minneapolis, Minn Double Throat Co., Dept. 26, F 
IN aN Ww K YG HES ADVERT SEMENTS I EASE MENTION »LLIEER 


LOTS OF FUN FOR A DIME 


» pupy 
for 


“Did he promise that he wouldn’t dis- 
charge you?” 

His surprised eyes met hers. 
I never thought of that!” 

She breathed hard, but she said nothing, 
and he added: ‘“‘However, don’t worry. He’s 
not likely to turn on me.” 

“There are a hundred, hundred ways,” 


By George, 


| she said, “that he could clear himself. He 


could make it seem as if it didn’t come 
from him. And however you’ve frightened 
him, he’d know you’d never do—anything 
—for yourself.” 

“He'd hardly. figure that out.” 

“You never can tell; he might.” 

“Well, then he might, my dear.” 

She looked round the luxurious room, 
| tasting lingeringly, to its last drop, the 
preciousness of prosperity and praise and 
ease, of wine and furs and flowers. “Well,” 
she said, “if he does, we’ve got that emerald 
pin to turn round with anyhow. What a 
mercy I bought it! It wasa real economy !” 

The contentment in their two pairs of 
eyes met and mingled in the kindness of 
lovers. The afternoon’s adventurer felt in 
| all its deepest sweetness the joy of having 
| a cheerful wife at your back. She wasn’t 

afraid after all, if only you gave her some- 
thing to be afraid of. What was this that 


| she was saying: “Of course, I always 
thought you let him walk all over you too 
much. Just as a_ business proposition, 


Geoffry, you couldn’t afford to let him do 
that.” 

The waiter came with their cocktails, 
and as they lifted their little gold-filled 
glasses with a smile of utter peace and 
joy in one another, the far-off orchestra 
took up, in the seasonable medley it 
was playing, the refrain of Norris’s tune- 
haunted mind: 


“This shall little children bring 
On Christmas Day, on Christmas Day—” 


*+ + + 


Mr. Holida 


(Continued from page 15) 





“Snowed in!” exclaimed Mr. Holiday. 
“Where?” 

“*Tween Albany and Buffalo, sah. Dey 
ain’t no name to de place. Dey ain’t any 
place.” 

“There are three children,” said Mr. 
Holiday, “in the stateroom next to this and 
a gentleman in the other stateroom. You 
call ’em in about an hour and ask ’em 
what they’ll take for breakfast Bring me 
some coffee, and ask the conductor how 


late we’re going to be.” 


With his coffee Mr. Holiday learned that 


the train might be twenty-four hours late 
in getting to Cleveland The eonducto1 
| supposed that plows were at work along 
the track: but the blizzard was still raging 


| 
| 
} HAT he would be separated from his 


. | wife on Christmas Day for the first 
| time in their married life did not an 

| £ 

Mir. Holiday ind ilthough too mu ol 
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Skinner's 
Satin 


(27 AND 36 INCHES WIDE) 


GUARANTEED TO WEAR TWO 
SEASONS, OR WE WILL RE-LINE 
THE GARMENT FREE OF CHARGE 


Did you ever stop to think 
why Skinner's Satin is the most 
widely known and most popular 
of all satin linings or why it is 
preferred to others said to be “just 
as good as Skinner’s”? During 
the years that Skinner’s Satin has 
been before the public, it has 
been our aim to make it satisfy 
every requirement of style and 
wearing qualities. For twenty 
years Skinner’s Satin has been 
guaranteed to wear two seasons. 
If it doesn’t we re-line the gar- 
ment free of charge. 


In purchasing A Ready Made 
Fur or Cloth Garment, always 
insist on this label, the Skinner 
Guarantee Label :-— 


The Satin Lining | 
f inthis garment is 
i ) GUARANTEED TO WEAR TWO 


William Skinner Mfg, Co. | 











At your Dry Goods Store ask 
for Skinner's Satin and always 
look for the name 


SKINNERS SATIN 


woven in every inch of the sel- 
vage. If your dealer does not 
handle it, send to us for samples 
or submit a sample of the cloth 
you wish to match. 


oD]e . 
William Skinner 
Manufacturing Co. 
Dept. X, 107-109 Bleecker St 
NEW YORK CITY 
New York Mills Philadelphia 
Chicago Holyoke, Mas 3oston 
ESTABLISHED 1848 











iN ANSWweR 


the grandchildren and great-grandchildren | 
bored him to extinction, still he felt that 
any festive day on which they were not all 
with him was a festive day gone very 
wrong indeed. But it was not as a-sop to 
his own feelings of disappointment that he 
decided to celebrate Christmas in the train. 
It was a mixture of good-nature and, | 
am afraid, of malice. He said to himself: 

“T shall invite all the passengers to one 
o’clock dinner and a Christmas tree after- 
ward with games and punch. I shall in- 
vite the conductor and the brakeman; the 
porters shall come to serve dinner. 1 
shall invite the engineer and the fireman 
and the express man. I shall invite every- 
body except Jolyff.” 


HE old gentleman sucked in his lips 

tightly and dwelt upon this thought 
with satisfaction. Jolyff loved a party; 
Jolyff loved to drink healths, and clap peo- 
ple on the back, and make little speeches, 
and exert himself generally to amuse less 
gifted persons, and make them feel at home. 
And it was pleasant to think of him as sit- 
ting alone while a fine celebration was 
banging and roaring in the very next ca.— 
a celebration to which even an ex-convict 
had been invited. 

First, Mr. Holiday summoned Miss 
Hampton and the girl who had run away 
to be his aides-de-camp. These decided 
that the party was really for the benefit 
of Freddie, Alice, and Euphemia, so these 
were packed off at once to the common car 
to be as far as possible from the scene of 
preparations. Then, with Mr. Holiday’s 
porter and his cook and the ex-convict as 
men of all work, commenced the task of 
ordering the car for a crowd and decorat- 
ing it, and improvising a Christmas tree. 
Miss Hampton set to work with a wooden 
bucket, sugar, rum, brandy, eggs, milk, and 
heaven knows what not, to brew a punch. 
Kvery now and then Mr. Holiday appeared 
to see how she was getting on, and to taste 
the concoction, and to pay her pretty old- 
fashioned compliments. ‘The girl who had 
run away was helping the porter to lay 
the table and trying to write invitations to 
the passengers at the same time, Mr. Holi- 
day having furnished her from his note- 
book with all of their names. Now and 
then there were hurried consultations as 
to what would be a suitable gift for a 
given person. The “next oldest” people in 
the train were to receive a pair of the 
silver candlesticks from the table. The 
train hands were to receive money, and 
suddenly Mr. Holiday discovered that he 
had only a few dollars in cash with him. 
He sought out the clergyman. 

“Merry Christmas!” he said. 

“Merry Christmas!” said the clergyman. 

“Have you,” said Mr. Holiday, “any of 
your rebuilding fund with you?” 

“Why, yes,” said the clergyman, smil- 
ing, “some two hundred dollars, and I can 
not deny that it is agony to me to carry 
about so large a sum.” 

Mr. Holiday simply held out his hand, 
palm up. 

“Why—what—” began the clergyman in 
embarrassment. 

“T will give you my check for that sum,” 
said Mr. Holiday, ‘“‘and something over for 
your fund. I hope you will dine with me, 
in my car, at one o’clock.” 


{ E HURRIED away with the two hun- 
4 dred dollars. It was his intention to 
sample Miss Hampton’s punch again; but 
he turned from this on a sudden impulse 
and sought out the young man who had 
been run away with. With this attractive 
person he talked very earnestly for half an 
hour, and asked him an infinite number of 
questions; just the kind of questions that 
he had asked the young men who had 
asnired to the hands of his own daugh 
ters. And these must have been satisfac 
torily answered, because at the end of the 
interview Mr. Holiday patted the young 
man on the back and said that he would 
see him later. 

Next he came face to face with Mr. 
Jolyff, and the two old gentlemen stared 














With Fruit 
of This Character 


With Heinz pure spices—with only the 
purest table vinegar and condimental 
seasoning——with preparation in model, 
clean, open-to-the-public kitchens, can 
there be any wonder at its rich, home- 
like flavor and purity, and that 


HEINZ 


Tomato Ketchup 
Needs No Benzoate of Soda 


nor other drugs or artificial preserva- 
tives to make it keep. All Heinz 57 
Varieties are pure. 

The law requires the presence of 
Benzoate of Soda in Foods to be stated on 


the label. Read all food labels carefully. 
H. J. HEINZ COMPANY 


Members of American Association for the Promotion of Purity in Food Products 




















at each other coldly, but without any sign 
of recognition. Onee—ever so many years 
ago—they had been intimate friends. Mr. 
Holiday had never had any other friend 
of whom he had been so fond. He tried 
now to reeall what their first difference 
had been, and because he could not he 
thought he must be growing infirm. And 


he began to think of his approaching party | 


with less pleasure He had let himself in 
for a good deal of bother, he thought. 

But this time Miss Hampton made him 
take a whole teaspoonful of punch, and told 
him what a dear he was, and what a good 
time everybody was going to have, and that 


she would do anything in the world for 
} him; she would even recite “The Night Be 


| 


fore Christmas” for his company if he asked 


1e1 And then they did a great deal of 

hispering And finally Mr. Holiday said: 
But suppose they balk?” 
Nonsense,” said Miss Hampton; “would 

ou and I balk if we were in their places?” 
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Special Christmas Offer ! 


LAUGHLIN 
Fountain Pen 


The most popular and 
widely-known writ- 
ing instrument on 
the market 















Style shown on left mount- 
ed with two % inch gold 
bands. 


Postpaid to any address, 
only $2.00; by insured mail, 
8 cents extra. 

Style on right, Mother-of- 
Pearl mountings, finished with 
handsome gold trimmings, 
size and style as per cut. 

Postpaid to any py 
only $2.50; by insured mail, 
8 cents extra. 

Either of the above foun- ff 
tain pens without mountings 
on holder, plain or chased as 
desired — 


Complete to 
any address 


—Only 
By insured mail, 8c extra 

Every pen guaranteed full 
14-K, Solid Gold, and to be satis- 
factory in every particular. 

To show our confidence in the 
Laughlin Fountain Pen, you 
may try it a week. If you do not 
find it as represented, a better 
value than you can secure for 

times this Special Price 
in any other make, if not entire- 
ly satisfactory in every respect, 
return it and we will refund 
your money, with ten (10) cents 
additional. The extra 10 cents 
is for your trouble in writing us. 
(Two customers in 5,000 have 
asked for return of money.) In 
ordering, please state whether 
fine. medium or coarse point is 
desired. 

We also make a full line of 
Society Emblem mountings. Ad- 
vise what emblem is desired and 
we will advise you price, 

Beware of imitations—insist 

upon getting the muine 
Laughlin Advertised Pen. 

If your dealer will not supply 
you, refuse the Substitute and 
order direct from us. 

Give us the name of your 
dealer that you asked to show 

ou a Laughlin Safety Fountain 
en, and in exchange for this 
courtesy we will send you free 
of charge one of our new Safety 
Pocket Fountain Penholders 


ADDRESS: 


LAUGHLIN MFG. CO. 


683 Griswold Street DETROIT, MICHIGAN 


| lj Wanted to Do 
Do you realize that hundreds of women are making 
money at home by devoting all or part of their spare time 
to Embroidery, Lacemaking, Beadwork, Dressmaking or 
other Needlework, or to such Arts and Crafts work as 
Stenciling. Bookbinding, Copper and Brass Hammering 


and Quaint Furniture? Wouldn’t you like to be one of 
these clever women? 











Send us the names and addresses of five 

Your Chance ladies who wish to employ spare time either 
to Get for pleasure or profit, and enclose 10 cents in 

stainps to pay costs, and we will send you two 

a Start different books of Home NerEpLework. 


HoME NEEDLEWORK is a book that tells, in the sim- 
plest way, just how mastery is gained in all branches of 
Needle and Fancy Work and in the other Arts and Crafts. 
It is a practical book written by experts who tell you 
what they know vividly, clearly and with a wealth of 
detail. All of the work is actually shown in numerous 
engravings and superb Color Plates. 

Remember you get two entirely different copies of this 
valuable book, just for sending us the five addresses and 
10 cents postage. Send us the names and stamps at once. 


Special Offer to 2,000 Ladies Only 


For 15 cents extra, or 25 cents in all, 
we will send in addition to the above 
two books, Conventional Rose Sewing 
Bag of heavy mercerized ecru pongee 
The pongee has the pattern stamped on 
it all ready for you to do the embroid- 
ery, and it is very easy. The regular 
price of this bag is 35 cents. When 
mace up it sells for $1.50. Send for it 
at once or it may be too late. 

Ladies who will introduce HOME NEEDLEWORK 
to their friends and the friends of their friends 
can make from $7 to $20 a week. 


FLORENCE PUBLISHING CO., 9 Chestnut St., Florence, Mass. 


GRAB’S KEYLESS BASKET BANK "6m 
HOME 
ENCOURAGES SAVING 

It automatically registers the de- 
posit ofeach coin. Capacity $30.00. Im- 
poseible to extract any money until $5.00 
or a multiple thereof in dimes is depos 
ited—when bank automatically 








Made of solid steel and iron, oxidized 
copper finish Size 24% x 3% inches; 
weight 14 ounces. Price $1.00 pre 


paidin U.S. An appropriate Xmas Gift. 
Order today—money back if not satisfied. 
Agents—Our attractive offer will interest you— Write 
VICTOR M. GRAB & CO., 1199 Ashland Block, Chicago, Ill 


ACoin Collection For 50°Z 
Twenty different, specially selected and labelled coins () 
sent for 50c, We buy and sell coins. Send stamp for 
valuable illustrated pamphiet, ALEXANDER & CO., 
33 —— mshire St., Boston, Mass. (Est. 36 years.) 

see theexplor 


j.. Buya Polar Puzzle «='oe%sior 


Agents wanted everywhere. 
BURKE ELECTRICAL 


1808, New Orle ans, La 













only 50c, and 


ne before your eyes. 
Manufactured by the 
WORKS P. 0. Box 
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The pretty actor and the old gentleman 
laughed and bowed to each other, and ex 
changed the most arch looks imaginable. 
And then Miss Hampton exclaimed: 

“Good Lord—it’s twelve-thirty!” 

Then there came to them a sudden dread- 
ful smell of burning feathers. They dashed 
into the observation end of the ear, and 
found the ex-convict smothering an_ in- 
cipient conflagration of the Christmas tree, 
which was made of dusters, with his hands. 

The girl who had run away was des- 
patching the porter with the last batch of 
invitations. The ex-convict showed them 
his burned hands. 

“You go and feel the champagne,” 
Mr. Holiday, “that'll cool ’em!” 


R. HOLIDAY himself went to fetch 

the children. In his pockets were 
the envelopes containing money for the 
train hands, the envelope containing a 
check for the two hundred dollars that he 
had borrowed from the clergyman and 
enough over to complete the rebuilding 
fund which the clergyman had tried so 
hard to collect. And there was an envelope 
for the ex-convict—not with money in it, 
but with an I. O. U. 

“T. O. U. A Good Job” 
written on a card and 
And he had taken out of his satchel and 
transferred to his waistcoat pocket a pair 
of wonderful black pearls that he some- 
times wore at important dinners. And he 
was going to give one of these to Miss 
Hampton and one to the girl who had run 
away. And then there were all the won- 
derful toys and things for Alice and Freddie 
and Euphemia, and he was going to pre- 


said 


Mr. Holiday had 
signed his name. 


sent them with the black trunk, too, so 
that they could take their gifts off the 


train when it eventually got to Plainsville. 


And Mr. Holiday had thought of every- 
body, and had prepared a little speech to 
speak to his guests; and for two of his 


guests he had arranged one of the great- 
est surprises that can be sprung on two 
guests; and he ought to have been per- 
fectly happy. But he wasn’t. 

When he passed the door of Mr. Jolyff’s 
drawing-room he noted that it was tightly 
closed. And it ought to have pleased him 
to see how his enemy had taken his exclu- 
sion from the party to heart, and had shut 
himself away from any sign or sound of 
it. But, although he smiled cynically, he 
wasn’t altogether pleased. And presently 
he made a wry mouth, as if he were taking 
something unpleasant; and he began to 
hustle Freddie and Euphemia so as_ to 
get away from that closed door as quickly 
as possible. 


HE girl who had run away was talk- 
ing with Mr. Holiday when suddenly 


she began to grow conscious and uncom- 
fortable. She gave one swift look about 


her, and saw that all the passengers and 
all the train hands and porters and the 
express man were looking at her and smil- 
ing, and she saw that they had ranged 
themselves against the sides of the car and 
were making themselves as small as possi- 


ble. Then she saw the young man looking 
at her with a wonderful, nervous, radiant 
look. And then she saw that the clergy- 
man was standing all by himself, in a 


space that the crowd had just managed to 
leave open for him, and that he had on his 
surplice, and that he was marking a place 
in his prayer-book with one finger. Then 
she understood. 

Instinetively she caught Mr. Holiday’s 
arm and clung to it, and Mr. Holiday, smil- 
ing, patted her hand and began to draw 
her gently toward the young man and the 
clergyman. It looked for a moment as if 
she was going to hang back and protest 
and make a scene. But just when every- 
body was beginning to fear the worst, and 
to look frightfully nervous and uncom- 
fortable, a wonderful and beautiful expres- 
sion came into her face, and her eyes lighted 
and seemed to grow larger and “darker all 
at the same time. And if there were any 
present who had regarded the impromptu 
wedding as something of a joke, these now 
had their minds changed for them in the 
quickest kind of a jiffy. And if there were 
any present who doubted of the beauty and 


dignity of love, these had their minds 
changed for them, too. And they knew 
that they were witnesses, not to a silly 


elopement, but to the great occasion in the 
lives of two very young people who were 
absolutely sure of their love for each other, 
and who would cherish each other in sick 
ness and peril, in good times and bad, in 
merry times and in heart-breaking times, 
until death did them part. 

And then suddenly, just when the clergy- 
man was about to begin, just when Miss 
Hampton had succeeded in righting her 
self from smothering a sob, Mr. Holiday, 
whose face, had you but noticed it, had 
been growing longer and longer and drearier 


and drearier, gave a half strangled cry: 
“Wait! 
Wholly oblivious to everything and every 
body but what was in his mind at the mo 
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No More Danger—No More Fear of Accident 
HOPKINS & "ALLEN SAFETY SINGLE GUN 



















You can now buy, for the first time,a shotgun which 
is absolutely accident-proof. A strong- -shooting, dur- 
able, handsome, guaranteed gun that is positively 
safe. Hopkins & Allen Safety Single Gun is 
even proof against carelessness. ‘The trigger 
may catch on a twig or a fence, or on the 
rail of a boat—the hammer may be snapped 
back or jarred down, but the shell will not 
explode. Nothing can discharge it un- 
less you press the safety lever at the 
same time you pull the trigger. This 
lever is pressed by the natural move- 
ment of the hand in firing but can- 
not be pressed by accident. You 
can cock the hammer and pull 
the trigger, but the hammer 
will drive against a wall of 
solid steel unless the safety 
lever ‘is pressed at the 
same time, then it drives 
straight and hard to the 
shell. 


$ 


If your dealer 
cannot supply you, 
we willsend you this 
gun, express prepaid, 
upon receipt of price, 
$9.00, anywhere in the 
U.S. or Canada. Either 
12 or 16 Gauge, 30 inch 
barrel, full choke bored for 
close, hard shooting. This is 
the only Safety Single Gun and 
is an ideal Christmas present. 
Send in your order now, and we 
will get it to you in plenty of time. 







Note the 
Safety 


Lever 


Our 1909 Gun Guide and Catalog 
shows the largest line of revolvers, 
rifles and shotguns made. We will 
send you one free, on request. 


THE HOPKINS & ALLEN ARMS CO. 


14 Chestnut Street - - NORWICH, CONN. 
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The Latest Home and Society Game 


A TRIP WITH 
PHOEBE SNOW 





skating is the most 


exhilarating of out door 
From New York to sports. It puts more vim 
San Francisco and vigor into one’s system 
than all the tonics ever taken. \ 
A new, clean and delight- For a clear brain and good red 


ful Game of Travel, brimful 
|| of nove'ty, interest and in- 
struction, with merry inci 
dents and exciting ‘Set 


blood take an occasional spin on 


Barney & Berry Skates 


We make every variety, adapted for 


backs” and “Advances” children, men, and women—amateurs or 
while crossing the conti- professionals. You will never be 
= nent, with stations and entirely satisfied until you get 
distances accurately noted Fa pair of the famous 
en route, Completes the trio Barney & Berry Skates 
with the ther feminine 
travelers Louisa and They are known and used 
‘Nellie Bly,’ but more fas- wherever water freezes, and 
cinating than either. Size, are soll by dealers everywhere. 
when open, 16x 16 rigger Send for our 
dsomely ounted an 
tered, mocking 8 weloces Complete Catalog Free 
Christmas Gift in any home containing Hoe..ey Rulesand 
ircle For sale in all Toy Plavs for building an Ice Rink. 





and Department Stores 


BARNEY & BERRY 














Makers er Skates 
$1.00 by mail, postpaid 109 Broad St 
“Messenger Boy,” “Logomachy,” “Go On,” “Lotto,” i 
‘Authors,”’ “‘North Pole,”’ and other standard g uws ar 
the McLoughlin imprint; which on Children’s T 
Games has been a guarantee of qualieg for over 80 yeurs 
Illustrated Catalogue describing our Games will be sent 
to any address upon application 
1828 McLOUGHLIN BROTHERS 19 
Publishers 890 Broadway New York 
mt | 








Every ambitious man cannot become a salesman, vet without capital to 









invest, no other road to financial success seems open. Selling goods 

may or may not pay you, but why risk the uncertainty ? 
If you would establish yourself in a highly profit: able, dignified and growing Collection 
business, without risking either capital or your present employment, ask for 1 new 
plan. I will tell you how to start earning im your bee time I will ser you 
“Pointers on the Collection Business’’ with a alth evi eee from thos¢« have 

helped to build their own businesses. WRI ri MI "TOD 
W. A. SHRYER, President, 289 STATE STREET, " parecer, MICH: 
as 
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An Obj ect Lesson in Non-Skid Tires 


iy 


WIRE GRIB 


att i d 


@. On a wet, snowy, or muddy street, which shoe would you prefer to trust your 
equilibrium to? @ The one with the steel wire points, of course. @| A pneu- 
matic rubber tire with smooth tread or with any combination of rubber pro- 
jections, corrugations, indentations or angles w/// s/ip on wet asphalt. @ To 
make a tire skid-proof, meta/ must positively come into contact with the road. 
@ So we have taken a regular Hartford Tire, with all its superior Hartford 


tire quality, and incorporated right into the tire itself, thus: %= 


four heavy coils of specially made, specially treated steel wire. ‘Those steel coils coming 
into contact with the road’s surface, the rounded coils wear through, becoming thousands 
of little spikes that grip the ground like cat’s claws, although they ‘do not detract materi- 


ally from the resiliency and fastness. 


¢. It doesn’t take much stretch of the imagination to see that on a heavy 
limousine, touring or other car, these thousands of little metal spikes coming into 
contact with the road will obviate the dangerous side-slip or skid, does it? And 
here is the best part of it: Your tire is still resilient, fast, easy on passengers and 
car, unlike all other metal anti-skid devices. 
Again, you have your non-skids with you, right in the tire itself. 
¢. Another big feature: Hartford Wire- Grip Non-Skid Tires are legal every where. 
@_ Best of all, these tires are not new—not an experiment. They are time- 
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Co., 945 S. Main St., Los Angeles, Cal.; 


tried, staunch and true. We have been manufac- 
turing them for over four years, and they give gen- 





eral and complete satisfaction. 

¢. Get them on your car now. It is the best insurance you can buy for the 
safety of yourself, your car, and other vehicles and pedestrians. 

¢. We make the Hartford Wire- Grip Non-Skid Tire in Clincher, Quick 
Detachable and Dunlop style, all standard sizes and in millimetre sizes for 
foreign cars. 


THE HARTFORD RUBBER WORKS COMPANY 


HARTFORD, CONN. 


Branches: New York, 57th St. and Broadway; Chicago, 12th St. and Michigan Ave.; 
Boston, 817 Boylston St.; Detroit, 256 Jefferson Ave.; Denver, 1564 Broadway; Philadelphia, 
1425 Vine St.; Cleveland, 1831 Euclid Ave.; 
Ga., 94 North Pryor St.; Buffalo, 725 Main St. 
Agencies: Mercantile Lumber and Supp!y Co., Kansas City; Chanslor & Lyon Motor Supply 
501 Golden Gate Ave., San Francisco, Cal.; 
2001 Second Ave., Seattle, Wash.; F. P. Keenan Co., Portland, Ore.; Compania Mexicana 
de Vehiculos Electricos, City of Mexico; Jos. Woodwell Co., Pittsburg; The Southwestern 
Auto Supply Co. , 351 Commerce St., Dallas, Texas; The Phoenix Auto Supply Co., St. Louis, Mo. 


Minneapolis, 622 3rd Ave. South; Atlanta, 





IN ANSWERING THIS ADVERTISEMENT PLEASE MENTION COLLIER’S 


































Madam, You Need Never 
Sweep Nor Dust Again 


A Free Demonstration 


of the Duntley Pneumatic Cleaner in your 
own home will convince you that it will 
do the work ten times quicker, ten times 
easier and ten times better. 

Rugs and carpets are cleaned on the 
floor, and the furniture is not disturbed. 

Think what it will mean to you—day 
after day—year after year—to have your 
entire home spotlessly clean and sweet, 
purged of the disease germs that swarm in 
the dust—germs of consumption, pneumo- 
nia and diphtheria. Not just twice a year, 
but every day—ad/ the time. 

And it is so easy to clean house with the 
Duntley Pneumatic Cleaner. The drudgery 
and confusion are all gone. There is not 
enough labor left to tire a child. 

And I am willing to prove all this to 
you at my own expense. I will send you 
a cleaner for a free demonstration in your 
home, no matter where you live. You 
may use it and test it severely. It will 
speak for itself. 

I am not afraid to send the Duntley 
Pneumatic Cleaner a thousand miles away 
and let it tell its own story. 

I am willing to do even more. I will 
rent you a Duntley Pneumatic Cleaner by 
the month—for as many months as you de- 
sire—and when you have decided to buy it 
outright, all rentals you may have paid will 
be deducted from the purchase price. 

I gladly make this offer, because I know 
the machine is reliable and durable, and 
that the people who use it on the Rental- 
Investment basis will wish to ow7 it, for the 
longer they use it the more they will like it. 

Five sizes of electrical Cleaners: $125, 
$115, $95, $65, $49.50. Cost to operate 
less than 3c an hour. Hand-power 
machine, $35. 

Fill out the coupon below, and let me 
send you our booklet on scientific house- 
cleaning. 


A Business-of Your Own with 


Duntley 


Pneumatic Cleaners 
On the Pay-from-Profit Plan 


To those who wish to earn $5 a day and 
upwards, by cleaning for others and taking 
orders for Duntley Cleaners, we offer a 
fine and permanent arrangement. It en- 
ables you to engage in a most profitable 
business of your own. 

By this plan you have three separate ways 
of making money easily and quickly—by 
cleaning for profit—by renting—and by 
selling Duntley Cleaners to those who will 
want to buy after you have done work 
for them. 

To prove what you can do, we send you 
the machine, instruct you in its use, ad- 
vertise you and put you in business. Be- 
fore you invest a cent you get the free use 
of the machine and actually begin making 
money. 

You therefore take no possible risk. 

Fill in the coupon below —right now, 
before you forget—and let me tell you all 
about it. 


J. W. Duntley, Pres., 402 Harvester Bldg. , Chicago 


Cut on this line and mail coupon at once 


Duntley Mfg. Co., 402 Harvester Bidg., 

Send me catalog of eed Pneumatic Cleaners 
for. household. . pay-from-profit 
plan. 


Chicago 


Name 


Address 


SE8E8. ..cccves 


Mark X betore the use in which vou are interested 
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ment, he dropped the bride’s hand as if it 
had been a red-hot horseshoe and started 
to bolt from the car. But, strangely 
enough, the old face that had grown so 
long and dreary was now wreathed in 
smiles, and he was heard to mutter as he 
went: 

“Just a minute, while I get Jolyff!” 

R. JOLYFF and Mr. Holiday lifted 
their glasses. And Mr. Holiday 
said, so that all could hear 

“TI drink to my old friends and to my 
new friends. And I drink to the lesson of 
Christmas. For Christmas,” said he, and 
he smiled in a wonderful way, “teaches us 
that in all the world there is absolutely 
nothing that we can not forgive... 

The two very old gentlemen clinked their 
glasses together, and, looking each other 
affectionately in the eyes, might have been 
heard to mutter, somewhat brokenly, each 
the other’s Christian name 


¢* + 


Che Last of his Family 


(Continued from page 18) 


had crossed the other over it and achieved 
an unstable attitude that was at once wild 
and gentlemanlike. Each and all they re- 
garded the unhappy passengers with som- 
ber and terrifying glances. One might 
imagine that they were posing for a class 
picture and had been told to fix their eyes 
on the passengers and look pleasant. 

“Yaller Mustaches,” said Red Whisker, 
“cut loose Miss Angelina Perrywinkle an’ 
Mrs. Amelier Smith.” And at the same 
moment Beresford Perrywinkle stalked 
earelessly from the cabin. 


* WAS a changed pirate. From his 
broad shoulders depended a vivid pink 
madonna, so long and carelessly graceful 
that it every now and then entangled itself 
with his highly polished sea boots and 
came near to upsetting him. His hands 
were deep in the pockets of a pair of sky- 
blue trousers, and a big, black cigar pointed 
significantly aloft to where a rising breeze 
rattled the starched skull and cross-bones 
of the rover with an accidental but none 
the less horrifying realism. The knowl- 
edge that his only surviving aunt was now 
irrevocably in his power lent him this new 
and becoming dignity. All that remained 
of the bashful Mutton Chop were his 
glossy side whiskers, his solemn spectacles, 
and the borrowed purple necktie, which 
had so pleased his sense of color that he 
now wore it as a garter around the right 
hand knee of his sky-blue breeches. 

A masterful figure! Ah, Beresford 
Perrywinkle! well you knew how it would 
hurt your aunt to see you smoking a big, 
black cigar, and with both hands in your 
trousers pockets! 

“Little girl,” he lisped insinuatingly. 
“What’s yer jolly little name?” 

“Beresford Perrywinkle,” she admon- 
ished warningly, “respect your aunt.” 

“Angelina Perrywinkle,”’ replied the 
pirate meaningly, “respect yer h’uncle.” 

“And don’t forget, Mr. Pirate,” added 
the voice of the courteous but disgusted 
passenger, “that the other adopted you.” 

Beresford Perrywinkle needed no such 
reminder. His plan was formed; he saw 
no flaw in it; certainty of its success in- 
flated the once bashful pirate until he 
hardly knew himself. The thing was so 
simple. He would now treat Aunt Ange- 
lina (and incidentally “Aunt” Amelia) 
exactly as Aunt Angelina used to treat 
innocent little Beresford Perrywinkle. Let 
her squirm and wriggle, she should tell 
them her name; and age; and how she 
loved her Uncle Mutton Chop; and whether 
she liked to kiss the little boys. She 
should recite the “The Night Before Christ- 
mas.” Pirate after pirate caught the savor 
of the situation and their coarse chuckles 
were a sauce to Mutton Chop. 

“Little girl,” he repeated mercilessly, 
and winked a proud and jovial wink at his 
expectant audience, “what’s yer bloomin’ 
name?” And with his sin-stained fore- 
finger he chucked Miss Perrywinkle’s firm, 
innocent chin. 


OTHING, perhaps, in human experience 

is more depressing than to chuck an 
unresponsive chin; nor is there any expres- 
sion of the human countenance more dis- 
couraging to humor than a look of calm 
and contemptuous toleration. With such a 
look Miss Angelina Perrywinkle regarded 
her self-satisfied nephew. She neither re 
coiled nor shuddered. She did nothing 
whatever. She was firmly indifferent. Her 


chin was there, and so far as she was con 


cerned he might chuck it till doomsday. | 
Ready and willing as the wretched crew 
of the Polly were to laugh there was noth 


ing to laugh at—for whereas they expected 
to see Aunt Angelina made ridiculous the 
absurdity of the situation fell altogether 
on Mutton Chop, and him they had con- 
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A single sheet of thin tissue, a dozen or more heavy carbons, | 


or both—the new L. C. Smith & Bros. Automatic Paper 
Feed holds the paper always in place, writes perfectly at ex- 
treme edges all around. No time wasted finding position— 
insert the paper and revolve the platen—then full speed ahead 








the 
work of two—and does it Better. 
That’s the NEW MODEL. 


L.C. Smith & Bros. Typewriter 


ALL THE WRITING ALWAYS IN SIGHT 


One typewriter that does 


A writing machine—a complete condensed 
billing machine and tabulator all in one. 
That’s what you get in the New Model 
L. C. Smith & Bros. Typewriter. Ball- 
bearings at all important wearing points, 
with more than double the life of ordinary 
pinion bearings. They increase speed, 
insure precision and ease of operation— 
that’s why they are used in motor cars— 
that’s why they are part of L. C. Smith 
& Bros. Typewriter construction. 
Biller, Tabulator, card writing device, and 
other features, employed elsewhere as attach- 
ments, are all Inbduilt vital, integral parts of 
the L. C. Smith & Bros. Typewriter, and, with 
the free, easy, but absolutely precise opera- 
tion of ball-bearings throughout, are big 
points of superiority—making one machine do 


the work of two, and do it better—at a one- 
machine cost. Write for the book. It’s free. 


L. C. SMITH & BROS. TYPEWRITER CO. 
(Branches in all large Cities) SYRACUSE, N.Y.,U.S.A. 
Head Office for Europe, Asia and Africa: 

19 Queen Victoria Street, 


London, E, C, 








Lightweight 


PEERLES 











The Ideal 
Table 
For Small 
Rooms, 
Flats, etc., 
Where Space 
Is Limited 









HE beauty, utility and 
remarkable strength 
ofthe Peerless Folding 
Table is d revelation. 

A table of unusual convenience that 
can be taken anywhere and instantly 
folded or unfolded; a table with a 
beautiful natural wood top; elegant 
enough for any function—strong 
— for any service—such is the 

Table Wei Peerless Folding Dinin 

eighs 22 pounds, size 4 
inclane in diameter, seats eight. Har- 
monizes with any furnishings. 

Many other styles from 24 to 48 
inches in diameter, for sew- 
ing tables, cards, porch 
tables, for parties, etc. 
Tops of leatherette, 
felt or three-ply 
natural wood. 

Examine them at 
your dealer’s. If he 
doesn’t handle our 
tables, write for cata- 
logue and we will tell 
you one who does or 





supply you direct. 


Carrom-Archarena Company, 
Ludington, Mich, 


12 lb. Peerless 
supporting 1 002 Ibs. 
An Actual Photograph 





Peerless Table Folded 

















BURROWES BILLIARD & POOL TABLE 


$1 down puts into your home any table worth from $6 to $15. $2 a month pays balance. 
Higher priced Tables on correspondingly easy terms. We supply all cues, balls, etc.,free. 


BECOME AN EXPERT AT HOME 


The BURROWES HOME BILLIARD AND POOL TABLE is a scientifically built Combination 


Table, adapted for the most expert play. 
or mounted on legs or stan 


It may be set on your 
When not in use it may be set aside out, of the way. 


ining-room or library table, 


NO RED TAPE—On receipt of first instalment we will ship Table. Play on it one week. 


If unsatisfactory return it, and 
THE E. t. SURROWES COMPANY. 


we will refund money. 





Write to-day for catalog. 


411 Center St., Portland, Maine 
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THE RUBBER BY 
The particular brush for the particular man. 


Over 60 styles thoroughly covered by letters pat- 
ent. The lather brash sensation of the day. Bris- 
tles PROPERLY vulcanized in hard rubber. Every 
brush can be taken apart to prove it, Handles of 
hard rubber, bone or ce luloid We recommend the 
hard rubber handle as the most sanitary and durable, 
It is totally unaffected by constant use in water and 


The Rubber- Vule Tourist Brush as illus- 
ir “10 Home Brush’ both I 
akes a most DESIRABLE C 











The bristles cannot come out ) 
brash fully guvenaan At your dealers, if ne 
we will prepay either brush upon receipt ¢ of $1.0 


Aporess Dept. C 


| RUBBER - BOUND BRUSH CO., BELLEVILLE, N. J. 








Order Now The Best Xmas Gift— 


Shibboleth Neckwear 
—— 
















Our new style “Cambridge,” (see cut); also our 
‘*Wisconsin,” a reversible tie, wearable both sides, 
in numerous colors, either stripe or figured patterns. 


$2.00 the half dozen, Postpaid 


Each Half Dozen in Handsome Holiday Box 
Mention whether stripe or figured, color preference 
and if assortment of one or both shapes is desired. 


We know them to be 50c and 75c values because 
WE WEAVE THE SILKS ON OUR OWN 
LOOMS and sell the ties direct FROM 


WEAVER TO WEARER 

Under This Binding Guarantee— 
Money instantly refunded upon return of ties 
if you do not want them, 


Shibboleth Silk Company, 471 Broadway, New York 
Send money order, check or two cent stamps. 


Ask for complete pA Were L showing all styles. 








| NEW BOOK FREE 7.8.22 23,28 














and BADGES for COLLEGE 
rege SOCIETY or LODGE 














a Patent, explains the cost of 8 patent and gives full partic 

ulars of our Special Advantageous Methods of Business. iety,at low prices. Send design for estimate. 

O'NKARA & BROCK, Pat. Attye. -» 918 F St., Washington, D. C, Catalogue free. Bastian Bros. Co., 312 South Ave., Rochester, N. !- 
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Here is a life-time gift, one that will give use and be treasured for 
long years to come, often recalling the thoughtfulness of the giver. 


And nothing can be more universally appropriate for a Christmas 
gift, or a more useful token of regard and affection for father, 
mother, brother, sister, sweetheart or friend. 


PARKER 


LUCKY CURVE 


FOUNTAIN PENS 
The Cleanly Pen > a tries, bereits 


all prominent fraternal or- 
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ganizations, Masons, K. of 














The Parker is the one pen without limi- 7S p -, <5 jer F., 
tations—the always ready, always cleanly 7 ¥: ‘ ia : “a 
| » > rite ap wi ‘olored Crown. 
A : perfect writer. . : End of cap is tipped with 
Because of the Lucky Curve—the curved \ college, school, class or fra- 
° . ern olors, extra for 
i f ink-feed—exclusively a Parker feature, the * aon ieee te 
j Parker gives cleanly service. \ | the school or college boy or 
g y - 4 - 
that ‘ ‘ ; girla gift especially appre- 
ntly Straight ink feeds, such as all other pens \ / ciated. 
th a have, retain ink after the pen is returned to 
gant the pocket, until air expanded in the reser- : y The New Safety 
ong voir by the heat of your body, forces it into (Non-Leakable) 
the the cap, where you find it ready to soil linen J k Knif P k 
nin and fingers when you remove the cap to ack-Anieé rarker 
: 48 write. _ The latest, most strik- 
ar- But the Lucky Curve is self-draining, — ta, ing fountain pen success 
+s = . : T ; —a clever, stocky, busi- 
giving free passage to expanding air. No = nesulike nen. amatl 
48 wiping off of barrel before using. You al- enough to carry 
ewW- ways find the Parker cleanly and ready to wa week Pa gap 
rch write because of the Lucky Curve. womin'stand bas, 
etc. Get the Lucky Curve Pen—The Parker. eS a a 
tte, The recipient will thank you the more for : van wauld onees , Ps “3 
-ply your discrimination. - a ja * -kni ; ; . 4 
Fi : ~ 7 1 . with no danger o : if 
Obey that impulse. Get a Parker for Christmas gift box with every pen leaking, A wove! \ “ | 
Fo Christmas. Standard, or self-filling from Maden mpage A Sonetvin’ gift box, typifying ane very 4 \ \ Vi 
je nani ‘ stats - the spirit of Christmas, is free on request wit ittle pen. .50 to j 
our ' $1.50 up, according to ornamentation. If you every pen. It comes enclosed in outside car- $5.00, according to 
ata- ' can’t find a Parker dealer write to me direct. ton, suitable for mailing. size. No. 2034 No.15 No. 42% No. 46 No. 41 
tell ' . No. 201-2. Price $2.50. Our best seller. For efficiency no 7 ag 7 May be ordered fancy 
| or Gotham Pen Co., 11 Park Row, New York; John Wanamaker, Philadelphia; Geo. S. Saunders & Co., 168 Washington St., Boston; — _— <n oap. ” pts ts ed 7 larger, $4. s = “tear 3 - des Marl Pex 
3 in G . ‘en " ° . " ‘anadis smrenentatives simple, elegan iddle go and has space for owner's name. 2 rice $7.0 uperb 
Buntin Gillies & Co., Hamtiton and Montreal, Canadian representativ Poo Barrel covered with tinted pearl slabe held by gold bands; cap covered with gold aie. 
e' pace for ow No. 41. Pri $5.50. Jemen’s |: i] | covered with 18 K. gold 
any, P ARKER PEN COMP ANY GEORGE S. PARKER 98 Mill St J ANESVILLE WIS flied Sligree design. Space for owner's name. No. 46, Price $10.0), Eapesia'ly beautiful in deelgn, 
8 9 President 1 °% 7 le Intené ded particularly as a lady's pen. 18 K. gold ‘alled filigree design. Corrugated tinted pear! 
abs. Space for owner's name 
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N | | Your Winter Trip 


To 





|| Gr  There’s time yet to 
CALIFORNIA and a order a Christmas 


THE PACIFIC COAST R48. Wa) box of the finest 


Chocolate ever 


a 


Will Be Most Enjoyable if You Travel in 
at Least One Direction 


via The 


J Denver & Rio Grande 


sift — “Scenic Line of the World ”’ i @g 3 CHOC OLAT E sa 


= BuDS 


d and either get it to the 
y Box dearest woman in the world 
or into the stockings of the 

dearest little ones you know. 

There's a quality about 

Wilbur's Chocolate Buds 

; that makes them peculiarly 

THROUGH STANDARD AND TOURIST \b appropniate as a gift at the season when you would ex- 
SLEEPING CARS WITHOUT CHANGE press your kindliest regard— or your greatest care for the 


* health of your children. If not at your dealers, we will 
SUPERB DINING CARS (SERVICE A LA ‘ send direct from our factory. Send your card for en- 


CARTE) ON ALL THROUGH TRAINS 


ee eee 











Trade Mark 








closure. $1 for a prepaid pound box. 





If when sending the $1 you will give us the name of your dealer, we will for 
ward you a sample of our new eating chocolate—Velour—smooth as velvet 


For further information, address : ; H. 0. WILBUR & SONS, Inc., 231 N. 3rd Street, po ger 
S. K. Hooper, General Passenger & Ticket Agent, Denver, Colo. 
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ESSITY 


The most acceptable gift that can be made to any mem- 
ver of the family. Useful alike to Baby, Mother, Father, 
Sister, Brother,Grandma,Grandpa, Aunt or Uncle, Niece or 
Nephew, Husband, Wife or Sweetheart, Athlete or Inva- 
lid, Old or Young—for everyone, at all times and all places. 


THERMOS FOR CHRISTMAS 


Make your Christmas gifts dis- 
tinctive. Instead of the Usual 
Handkerchief, Books, Gloves or 
Hosiery—give a Thermos Bottle, 
Pot, Jar or Decanter. Make your 
presents mark the introduction of 
a brand new way—The Thermos 

ay. 


You know the advantages of 
the Telephone, Sewing Machine, 
Vacuum Cleaner, Electric Light; 
but you do not know what com- 
fort is—unless Thermos is in 
your home and with you on your 
journeys. 





Humidor 
Thermos keeps things Hot 24 hours in coldest places 
Thermos keeps things Cold 3 days in hottest places 


Thermos Bottles, Tea and Coffee Pots 
ané Jars are ideal for Autoists, Hunts- 
men, Fishermen, Yachtsmen, Tourists 
and Home Lovers. The Thermos Humidor 
is an ideal Christmas gift for Father, 
Husband or Brother. It preserves the 
moisture, the flavor of the leaf and the 
original aroma of cicars, cigarettes or 
tobacco. Made in Silver Trimmed Ma- 
hogany and Circassian Walnut. Fifty 
thousand progressive dealers in all civil- 
ized countries sell and guarantee genuine 
Thermos articles. Every up to date store 
has a complete display of these ideal 
Christmas gifts. 


PLEASE BE CAUTIOUS Decanter 
Thermos are the only genuine temperature retaining products. You 
will be disappointed if you permit some dealer to sel] you an attempted 
imitation. insist on getting the genuine Thermos Kottles, Pots or Jars. 

Look for the name Thermos. It is stamped plainly on the bottom. 
Five Grand Prizes awarded Thermos products by Alasxa-Yukon-Pacific Expos’n 


American Thermos Bottle-Company, Broadway and 27th St., New York City 





GLYCERINE 


» SOAP 
_- PERFECTION 
PURITY =~ PERFUME 


FERD. MULHENS. 
Geamasy. 

















(BIG DROP A postal) 
BARGAINS IN 


BOOKS 


Send now for our ‘ rez 2 
containing Christmas Lists of the very NEW- 
EST publications Thousands of brand new 
books of Publishers’ Remainders at prices 
cut in halves and quarters, inclu Litera- 
ture, Science, History, Travel, Biography and 
Fiction 











THE TABARD INN BOOK COMPANY 
\ 1302.4 Filbert Street - - Philadelphia j 
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sidered more or less ridiculous already. 
The audience waited, but with growing 1m- 
patience. 

“An’ where’s the humor of it?” asked 
Red Whisker, breaking a silence that had 
become unendurable. There was no an- 
swer. With a sinking heart Mutton Chop, 
the Pirate, again chucked his aunt’s chin. 

“What’s he think he’s a-doin’ of?” mut- 
tered the bald-headed pirate sarcastically. 
“A-playin’ on a harp?” 

“A-playin’ on our cussed good natur’,” 
growled Yellow Mustaches. ‘“Fust he 
makes us tear our best clothes shinnin’ 
aboard that cussed vessel, an’ then he per- 
suades us to let him go easy so’s he can 
make a silly show of himself tryin’ to 
tickle a feemale wooden Indian.” 

In fact the show was a failure—and 
Mutton Chop knew it. Instinctively he 
turned his attention to his own chin and 
began pinching it between thumb and fore 
finger. Struggle as he mht he became 
painfully conscious that they were all 
looking at him. He tried to speak fiercely, 
but only a thin, mournful, whistling sound 
came from between his dry lips. It was 
exactly like gas escaping from a punctured 
balloon. Perhaps that was why some one 
among the passengers giggled, and this un- 
controllable merriment (coming like a 
criticism of the entire pirate company) 
stung Red Whisker into a lively expression 


| of their general disappointment. 


“Ma’m,” he exclaimed bitterly, and 
leaped cursing from the _ chicken-coop. 
“Ma’m, what would you do with such a 
pirut ?” 

“Pd spank him,” said Miss Angelina 
promptly, for despite her firmness her soul 
was full of bitterness. “He’s got too big 
for me to spank by myself, but if some of 
you wicked men will just hold him—” 

“And that we will,” roared the other. 


“He’s disappinted his merry companions | 


twice in twenty-four hours an’—” Hardly 
were the words out of his red whiskers 
when the entire wicked company uttered a 
glad, hopeful cry, shed their madonna 
capes, and sprang in the direction of their 
bashful comrade. 


E || aa CHOP fled. Mortification 
and disappointed ambition winged 
his heels as he leaped away from them. For- 
ward he sped, and behind him grim, bitter, 
and determined, sped the crew of the Polly, 
their sixteen eyes glaring as one with the 
lust of spanking. He caught the mainmast 
with his right hand and the heels of the 
bashful pirate swept the horizon as he swung 
vigorously round his temporary support and 
was off toward the stern with even greater 
rapidity; but pair after pair the heels of 
the determined eight also swept the horizon 
as they swung round the mast and were 
off in pursuit of him. He scampered up 
the rigging on one side and slid down on 
the other; after him scampered and slid 
his eight wicked companions. He dove 
headlong into the cabin and almost in- 
stantly shot up like a rocket out of the 
after hatch; but one by one the voracious 
cabin rapidly swallowed his pursuers and 
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the after hatch as suddenly ejected them. | 


Whatever might be said of Mutton Chop 
as a stage-manager, he was a great success 
as a pace-maker. 


Meantime Miss Angelina Perrywinkle, | 


modestly retired behind the deck-house, 
had removed her slipper. Then she looked 
for Mrs. Amelia Smith, but look as she 
might Mrs. Amelia Smith had vanished. 

Left to herself in the rapid course that 
events were now taking, Mrs. Smith had in 
fact been busily enough employed in keep- 
ing out of the way of the chase. She had 
by nature a capacity for being in the way, 
and the deck, such was the anxiety of the 
bashful Mutton Chop to avoid his once con 
genial companions, was now fairly alive 
with him. The wind was rising, the motion 
of the vessel added to her bewilderment. 
Presently she found herself near the stern 
of the Polly, and, as the wild flight again 
hurled itself at her, she dodged so vigor 
ously against the rail that the upper half 
of her body continued in motion, the rail 
acted as a fulerum, her heels left the deck, 
and with a wild meaningless cry she saw 
the troubled surface of the ocean coming 
up to meet her. 

But Amelia Smith was not one to b 
embraced without her permission even by 
the Atlantic. Instinctively she caught at 
the only support available and her fingers 
tightened on the cable connecting the Polly 
Vary. Desperation 
gave her strength to hold on, and as tlhe 
cable sagged under her weight she. slid 
slowly down until she disappeared under 
the water Then the Susan and Mary 
tugged distantly at its end of the connect 
ing link between them: and her startled 
countenance reappeared at the surface. 


AY? now on deck the despair that winged 
+ the heels of Mutton ¢ hop had proved 
a traito1 Faster and faster he went until 


caught up with the last 
of his pursuers and found himself hope 


and the Susan and 


to his horror | 
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THE MARMON 


“The Easiest Riding Car In The World” 





Decidedly, The Safe Choice 


The Marmon “Thirty-two” is the manufactured product of 
a factory known the world over, for more than fifty years, as 
makers of high-grade machinery. a 
Stability of construction is evident in every detail of this car. 


efficiency, superior comfort and great durability are known quantities. 


Its quiet 


The design, the materials, the workmanship and the equipment of the ««Thirty- 
two’’ will appeal to anyone who knows what a really high grade car should embody. 

Its record—public and private—has been invariably consistent. 

And behind the Marmon stands a factory whose warrant means unquestionable 
and lasting satisfaction. 


ane “Fnrirty-two' 20%." Rests, 220 Be $2650 


Option of Touring, Suburba here shown), or Roadster be 


In the Vanderbilt Cup Race, a Marmon ‘‘Thirty-two’’ stock car won the Wheatley Hills 
Sweepstakes. Averaged a mile a minute for the entire distance (190 miles) without a stop. 


In the Atlanta Races, in addition to many Ist, 2nd and 3rd prizes, a Marmon stock 
car won the 120 Mile Stock Chassis Race, going 120 miles in 109 minutes, without a stop. 


Few cars can maintain mile-a-minute speed for even 30 miles without stopping. 


_Marmon Co. 
naiaherelis. Ind. 
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For His Christmas 
A Gillette Safety Razor 


HE most useful and practical gift 
for a man. Something he will 
use every day of the year, and 


every year of his life. Something he 
will treasure. A man forms a peculiar attachment for 
his Gillette Razor—thinks more of it than any other 
article of personal use. It is so efficient and work- 
manlike, so easy and safe—no stropping, no honing— 
no special care. 


A beautiful gift, too! The Gillette is as compact 
and as handsomely finished as a piece of jewelry. 


If he has never tried the Gillette he will be aston- 
ished and delighted when he uses it and will thank 
you for a great comfort and convenience. 


If he already owns a Gillette, give him one of the 
new models. Hundreds of Gillette enthusiasts own 
half a dozen or more Gillette razors. 


GILLETTE SALES CO. 
515 Kimball Building, Boston 


Factories: Boston, Montreal, London, Berlin, Paris 
New York, Times Bide. Canadian Office 

Chieago, Stock Exchange Blig. 63 St. Alexander St 
London Office, 17 Holborn Viaduet Montreal 





The Howard Watch 


HE. finest compli- appreciates your decision as to quality. 
ment you can pay . He values the Howarp for its asso- 
/ 7 _ ?  Ciations — as the chosen timepiece of the 
a man 1s to give him men who have done the big things in 
a Howarp watch. this Nation for three generations. 
Moreover, it is an intimate sort of 
It shows that in vour_ gift; something that is always with 
3 him and which must often suggest 
the giver. 
good for him. A Howarp watch is always worth 
what you pay for it. 


opinion the best is not too 


It classes him among men with 
whom punctuality and exactness are 
a principle — as a Howarp sort of 
man. 


The price of each Howarp from 
the 17-jewel in a fine gold-filled case 
(guaranteed for 25 years) at $35.00; 
to the 23-jewel in a 14-k. solid gold 

He knows the Howarp is the finest case at $150.00—is fixed at the fac- 
practical timepiece in the world. He tory, and a printed ticket attached. 













Standard Set, full leather case, - - $5 
Standard Set, in neat metal case, $5 
New Pocket Edition, - - - $5 to $7.50 
Combination Sets, - - $6.50 to $50.00 










Drop us a postal card, Dept. A, and we will send you 
a HOWARD book of value to the watch buyer. 


E. HOWARD WATCH COMPANY 
BOSTON, MASS. 


























3 
Don’t Throw Away Money 
Coal costs money. The good 
fuel you throw away in a year 
runs into a considerable sum. 
Save it. J 


Hill’s Hester 


~~y¢Ail. BORDEN 
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best skaters and 
the best rinks 
everywhere will 















THE BEST ICE AND ROLLER SKATES 


Superior in material, in finish and 




















































































HY 
have none but durability. | Over so years as the Yj ° 
: ’ world’s standard has clinched this yj t 
Winslow’s. Ane Y sh olter Y} 
ct. y 
All Models, All Sizes, All Dealers. ; > > > efficie 
t Please write for new illustrated eatalogues, They are . i) Simple to operate, efficient 
Oo free. Kindly state wb ther you are interested in ice or 1 j and durable. Unlike ordi- 
roller skates. X Y ary 4 ~L 
> : y nary dust-making, back-break- 
as THE SAMUEL WINSLOW SKATE MFG. CO. y Ss . WM ing sitters. Y idee iy 
a . Werccs. ef, ae. 0 A. Sharp ing sifters. You merely turn a 
84-86 Chambers St., New York © , 8 Long Lane, E. C., London 3s, Longest Yj crank a few times to sift a full 
oO. & enue de la Grande ¥ », Paris serlin, W. 9, Potse er 8 ase, 4 { ’ > 
niet No. 64 Av es i esteem pk Mat Berlin, W. 9, Potsdamer Stra f week S ashes. No dust, no dirt. 
; ® Clean coal rolls into scuttle. 
’ 2 \ Quickly saves its cost. At all 
~ HH), \ 2 v4 ley av ry > 
rty S t fi lft YM dealers. Write to-day for Folder 
of Us . ‘oe e ry ; 
dy enorita Ue y] A 46, containing full information. 
Opera Capes, Veils, Scarfs, Mufflers, Reefers | 7M sssraik are, 
pera Capes, Veils, Scarfs, Mufflers, Reefe Y] 333 Park Ave. 
1 Uff} Worcester, Mass 
- OST OF GIFTS 
MOST GRACEFUL OF : y 
The Christmas box could reveal no lovelier gift and none more 
serviceable, for men and for women, than Sefiorita Silk-Spun 
They Perfectly Opera Capes, Veils, Scarfs, Mufflers and Reefers. Silk-Spun is @ 
Solve the marvelously delicate and yet substantial new material, more lus- 
Milk Probl trous than the costliest silks; which has enjoyed immense popu- 
, . ronlem. larity for a year past through hundreds of retail stores. If you 
fills can’t buy from your dealer, we are ready to send you a dainty 
top. BORDEN’S CONDENSED MILK CO. Christmas box containing the Sulk-dpue articles you select; 
‘ock | “1 f oa, 99 ready for presentation Ze Li Christmas morning. 
top. . eaders o Quality The most exquisite and bewitching Silk-Spun creation yet evolved and 
Est. 1857 New York the newest—is the Silk-Spun Opera Cape. The woman ho loves the dainti- 
ly beautiful will be charmed beyond expression with it. This is made waist 
length, with extra long fringe; and the hood is trimmed with Silk-Spun 
; figured designs, in all the delicate colors, and chiffon ruchings. Price $9. 
0. With Silk-Spun embroidered hood, edged and trimmed with chiffon 
d ruchings, the price is $10. 
; Automobile veil, 36 by 90 inches, with split ends, fringed or he mmed 
\ —retails at $4 ; 
_ Scarfs for afternoon or evening, like the one illustrated—12 by 64 inches 
day, (no postals answere ) $1.00; 15 by 72, $1.50: 18 by 84, $2.25; 21 by 84, $3.00; 36 by 90, $4.00 Ai 
ver Rey, Girl, Grewa-np / Any of these in white, heliotrope, silver grey, corn, champagne, cardi { FG 
(ae . ; eal a ful nal, ecru, wine, black, light or navy blue, golden brown and light green a 
VOLTAMP PAGE ( AT ALOG, lt ' he E, Figured designs, 19x 86, $3.25 ; FINE VIOLIN CATALOG 
latest VOLT AMP Electrical Noveltfes,—M D 3, 7 Mufflers with pearl clasp buttons, $1.00. Reefers for men’s wear with To anyone in the market for a violin, we will 
Telegraph and “WIRELESS” instruments, Ruhmkorff , Geiss = —— “a evening dress—white, black and silver grey —$35.00 send our beautiful catalog. It quotes the low 
T Transforme Tools, et Anything electr for anybody e ee" ° m Look for the tag Si f that you that your purchase is the st prices on old and new violins of tine tone 
ive ¢ Winkelnee taltwans ever chown, idee! Ukeletess Gillie. The Ohio Knitting Mills Co. . iine Senoritae A WLk-pun and not an inefficient imitation. . 1 study the subject before 
Catalog for 6c in stamps or _—— 625 Cherry Street If you can’t buy from your dealer, sé the pr f the articles you Lyon & Healy 
“* echo | . wish, and we will mail them direct to you, eacl ida y box, ready for u Adams St 
VOLTAMP ELECTRIC MFG. CO. _g Toledo, Ohio ntation. Write for illustrated | (hieago 
Rock Bldg. Baltimore, Md. For = mia plideaens ——— _ a 
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HOLSTEIN MILK 
For Both Mother and Baby 


F you have a new baby, of course you will 
nurse it, for**‘ Remember,there is nothing 
as good for the baby as mother’s milk.”’ 
If you will drink the milk of the large, 

vigorous Holstein Cow, you cannot help 
imparting vitality to baby as well as gain- 
ing strength yourself. This seems a sim- 
ple way to get strong. Try it. It costs 
little and you will find yourself as well 
as your baby gaining rapidly. 

If you do not nurse your baby, drink 
Holstein Milk yourself, and get your 
physician to tell you how to modify it for 
baby. If baby is well and strong it will 
probably not need roggg Nearly all 
milk supply stations, laboratories, sani- 
tariums, hospitals, etc., use Holstein Milk 
exclusively for infant and invalid feeding. 
Many of them have their own herds of 
Holsteins. 

Our little book, “The Story of Holstein 
Milk,” has a fund of information in it, and 
we are pleased to send it upon request. 





HOLSTEIN-FRIESIAN ASSOCIATION 


3A American Building 








Can’t 

slip off 
your 
shoulders 









TWOOD 


SUSPENDERS 


Fits all kinds of shoulders—square, 
round or sloping. Adjustable at 5 dif- 
ferent points. Made to make friends. 
Order by mail direct or from your dealer. 


Dept. “A”’ 50 
CENTS 





ATWOOD SUSPENDER CO. 


Schenectady, N. Y. 
Roasting and Boiling 


PERE Fireless Cooker 


You'll Be Surprised at the Low Direct Price I'll Make You 
Satisfaction guaranteed by full 30 days’ trial or no charge—Pays for self 
fastest—Cooks fastest—No experience necessary—NSaves 8) per cent on 
fuel, time and work—Non-rusting-metal-linei1—Perfect insulation—Steam 
can’t escape—Boils, Steams, Stews—Roasts, Bakes, Fries. 


30 FULL DAYS’ FREE 
TRIAL 











Combination 


Complete, With Genuine 
Aluminum Cooking Utensils 
Free. Also Metal Composi- 
tion Heat-Radiators 
Break or Crack. 

Cover completely protects cooker 
from dust and makes it useful as 
aseat. Send name today for Over 
125-Splendid- Recipe Book and 
Catalog Free, and low direct - t: 

you factory prices. 


Wm. Campbell Co., + ~ 
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an’t 

















| toward the S 


surrounded. Together they bore 
him triumphantly to the rum hogshead, 
and there, under Miss Angelina’s calm 
direction, they fastened him in an igno- 
minious but convenient attitude. Along 
the main boom the seventeen passengers 


at their bonds to see what was 
happening; but the hogshead was beyond 
their vision; they could only hear the firm 
whacks of the slipper. 

But the effort was not altogether wasted. 
All that morning, have seen, the 
gentlemen passengers had been alternately 
swelling with rage and collapsing with 
disappointment, and, although these efforts 
had at first merely tightened their fasten- 
ings, the inevitable cumulative effect was 
to loosen them. Now they struggled under 
the influence of curiosity (which has little 
or no expansive force) and found that 
they were no longer so securely fastened. 
Slowly and carefully they wriggled them- 
selves free of the main boom, released the 
ladies, and turned their eyes longingly 
susan and Mary. A hundred 
fathoms of stout hemp separated the ves- 
sels—but half-way between them they saw 
a familiar figure clinging to the cable and 
industriously working its way hand over 
hand toward the other end. Now the 
waves hid it. Now, as the breeze struc! 
the exposed side of the bark, the cable 
tightened and the little figure performed 
like a female jumping Jack. The 


strained 


as we 


cour 


| teous but disgusted passenger was the first 


Brattleboro, Vermont 


| the situation desperate; 


to recognize it. 

“Bless me!” he whispered, “if it isn’t 
Mrs. Smith. I recognize the Spanish dance 
that she saw during her honeymoon.” 

But the others were in no mood to pon- 
der a sarcasm. The pirates were busy; 
and Mrs. Amelia 
Smith leading the way to a possible sal- 





vation. They tiptoed cautiously to the 
stern of the Polly. Aunt Angelina had 
finished her spanking, but, such is the | 


conceit of human nature and the charm of 
novelty, each of these strong but inexperi- 
enced men was impatient to show he could 
do it better. She gave the slipper to Red 
Whisker, told him not to spank with the 
heel, and, having nothing better to do, 
observed her fellow passengers and quietly 


| joined them. 


| senger—they 








BOOK FREE we 220 2st St., Detroit, 
ROSES tion} 






ew Rose, Jeanette Heller, is the ideal 
, strong and healthy; a light blush 

pink utifully shaded. Plan your Rose 
be garden now. Heller's Roses are famous 
% all over America. Write to-day for a rrer 
\. copy of our new book, “Roses of the Gar 








den It will help you to avoid fa 
e pay expressage on all orders 
HELLER BROTHERS CO. American 
Box 11, New Castle Beaut 


Indiana 





P —" Arctic Socks 
Registered in U. oe be 
Patent Ojfce 






a pair. Parker pays g r 
Look for Parker's name in every pair 


J.H. PARKER ©CO.. Dept. 72, 25 James St., Malden, Mass 
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Specialists 


| get 


T WAS a wet, desperate business. One 
| by one—first a lady passenger and then 
a gentleman and then a 
passenger and then another gentleman. pas- 
slid down the cable. Soon 
like a clothes-line in an angry 
the all moving myste- 
in the same direction. Hope and 
buoyed them up together. Doubt- 
the saline vigor of the sea (com- 
bined with the fact that they had already 
fainted so many times that morning) kept 
the lady passengers in full 
their faculties. Now the cable 
and they were all thoroughly rinsed; 
it tightened and they hung drying in the 


passenger, 


it looked 
flood with 
riously 
water 


clothes 


less, too, 


possession of 
slackened 
now 


sunshine; but they at last reached the 
Susan and Mary and the rough but 
kindly waves lifted them within reach 
of the bulwarks. Mrs. Amelia Smith 
had already unfastened the hatches and | 
the brave crew were all on deck to re- 
ceive them. 

“And now, by Gum!” cried Captain 


Billkins. ‘All hands man the capstan and 
in that cable.” 

Hungry as they all were for 
the crew of the Susan and Mary were 
for revenge. They sprang to the cap- 
the cable tightened; the Susan 
Mary moved steadily and _ vindictively 
toward the Tender Polly. By the time the 
pirates had finished spanking Beresford 
Perrywinkle the hardly 
half a cable’s length distant. 
they were, but the crew 
and Mary far outnumbered 
they knew that a hungry 
twice Under the circum- 
thing to do, and let 
discussion afterward. ted Whisker 
sprang to the wheel and Yellow Mustaches 


breakfast, 
hun 
grier 


stan; and 


angry bark was 


Brave of the 
Susan 
sea- 


and well 


man is armed. 
stances there was one 
come 
single blow of his cutlas severed 
rhe bark lost 
filled and 


pirate 


with a 
the 
sail 


headway, 


bellied 


even as 
the 


cable. 
sail above 
the 
mile of 
vessels and 


on 
deck of 

soon a 
the 
in this 


dancing 
then Alone 


present 


two another. 


green immensity, like one 
something bobbed 
was Aunt 
Mustaches, 
had 


Ca ble. 


a vast Christmas tree 
and floated pathetically. It 
Angelina’s slipper, for Yellow 
had been the last to 
it overboard cut 
38 


on 


use it, lost 


the 


who 


when he 


them, 





lady | 








water separated 


| 
| 
| 
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A 


your boy or girl 
wants a Flexible Flyer! 
Who wouldn’t? They 


know it is the swiftest and 
handsomest sled ever built. 

It steers around every obstacle 
at full speed by a mere pressure of 
the hand or foot on the steering- 
bar without dragging the feet. 
You go like the wind. And no 
other sled can pass you. 

Make your children happy witha 


Flexible Flyer 


‘¢ The sled that steers"" 


It is the only sled for boys: The only 
safe sled for girls. ° 

It is the lightest to pull yet the strongest 
and lasts the longest. It saves boots and 
shoes, prevents wet feet and doctor’s bills. 

There’s nothing like coasting to put 
color in the cheeks and sparkle in the eyes, 
and set the whole body tingling with health 
and happiness. 

Geta Flexible Flyer today. And be sure 
the name and trademark are on the sled. 

Boys! Girls! Write today for a free 
_— of the Flexible S. L. Allen 

yer showing ~ 
how it works, Patentees and 
Also beautifully 
illustrated book- 
let. It’s Ph 
free. 









Manufacturers 

Box1101M 

Phila. 
Pa. 





Every Race! 





Of sis ite . i 4 


Try It On 


STEAKS 


Epicures declare a steak is 
not complete without 


LEA & PERRINS 


SAUCE 


THE ORIGINAL WORCESTERSHIRE 





| Soups, Fish, Steaks, Roast 

Meats, Chops, Game, Gra- 
| vies, Chafing Dish Cooking, 
| Welsh Rarebit and Salad 
Dressings are 
greatly improved 
by its use. 


Imitations of Lea & 
Perrins Sauce have 
met with no success. 
The origin al 
Worcestershire fills 
every requirement. 





Unequaled as 
a Digestive. 


Joun Duncan’s Sons, 
Agts., New York, 























No other gift will please them so much. 
Men like it too. Lots of fun. 


players and “fans.” Nothing else like it. 


This fascinating game—made of metal, 





THE ONE BEST XMAS GIFT FOR BOYS—ORDER QUICK 


The most intensely interesting game ever invented. 
Solves the problem of amusement. 


THE NATIONAL BASE BALL GAME 


is endorsed by Clarke, Jennings, Kelly, Wagner, Ganzell and scores of professional base ball 
The ball is batted and caught, men run bases, make 
strikes, fouls, base hits, home runs and every play of the real game of base ball. 

beautifully enamelled in 
cushions, set of four men, balls and book of rules will be sent to any address east of the Rocky Mountains 











5 colors; size 19x 23 inches, with rubber 
by express pre paid on receipt of $2.50. If after you have 
played the game you are not entirely satisfied, re- 

turn it tous at our expense and we will send back 
your money immediately. Price, prepaid, 
west of Rocky Mountains, $3.00. 

Sold by Best Dealers Everywhere 
Order now to insure prompt 
shipment. Christmas is 
near and we are working 
day and night to fill 
orders. Descriptive 
booklet free. 


THOMAS-PETER C0., 1325 Maple Ave., Canton, 0. 























TRADE MARK 


Hello, Brother Sportsman! 


If we’ll show you how to take a hunting, fish- 


ing or camping trip every month for a year 
without neglecting work, will you go? If we’ll 
take you into the woods, where smell of pine and 
song of stream makes life glad, and put you in 
close range with big game and small,—will you 
come along? Of course you will! Then send 
10c, stamps or coin, for this month’s National 
Sportsman-— 160 pages of life pictured hunting, 
fishing, camping, tramping stories—interesting, 
thrilling. It’s just like a great big camp in the 
woods, with 90,000 good fellows sitting around 
the fire, smoking and telling each other stories 
about their good times in the woods. 

For good measure we'll throw in a copy of 

“*Doc an’ Jim an’ Me” by Newton Newkirk, the 
funniest, side-splitting yarn of life in the woods 
ever told. If you've ever hit the trail or “‘tossed 
flapjacks” you'll surely appreciate this story. 


Here’s Our Offer,—Can You Beat It? 
This Month’s NATION aL SportsMAN l5c ) YOURS 
“Doc an’ Jim an’ Me’’(regular price) 50c ¢ FOR 
lotal Value 65c) 10c 

1/1 this for 10c; Send that dime today 


NATIONAL SPORTSMAN, Inc., 91 Federal Street, BOSTON, MASS. 





The Living Music hen 
(Registered U.S. Patent No. 50853) 

with his marvelous sweetness and ever-changing melody 4% 
to which has been especially educa‘ 
Ss, carries you out of the cold bleak winter into a world 
of song, sunshine and blossoms. 

You cannot imagine the wonderful singing qualities 
of this bird; it sings entirely different from any other 









Money refand- canary, sings by artificial light too. 
ed if it does { @-Y GUARANTEED 5 00 
not sing SINGERS $ . 





Expressed anywhere in the U.S. 
or Canada, live arrival at express 
office guaranteed. 

f imitators. Cage and 

Bird's wing inside must be stamped 

with our registered trade mark 

‘Living Music Box”’ or not genuine. 
N. Diewtow, Mass., Jan. 6, 1909. 

I am more than pleased with your “Living 

Music Box.” It is doing everything you ad- 

vertised thatit would do. Itis the sweetest 

I would not part with 
JOHN BELL, 


nials free. 








satisfac- 
rily. 


singer I ever heard. 
it for $20.00. 


Large Llustrated Bird Boo 


Max Geisler Bird Co., 


Largest Bird and Pet Animal House in the World 


THIS $3 Cowboy 
Hat for $198 


or with genuine 


Rattlesnake Band $298 


Let us send you this real introductory bargain: a genuine 
fine felt Cowboy Hat, just as used by our cowboys, with 
| good leather sweat and hat-band, light tan color; 3% in. 
brim, 444 in. crown; regular price $3.00. To introduce, w 
will send one only to a customer, any size, for $1.98, ex- 
press paid. Same hat,with a $1.25 genuine rattlesnake skin 
Hat-Band, for $2.98. A handsome, uncommon Xmas gift 
Money back if not satisfied. Write today for our FREE 
Holiday Catalogue of Indian and Mexican Novelties 


The Francis E. Lester Co., Dept. KG12, Mesilla Park, N. M. 





k and Testimo 


Dept. Q, Omaha, Neb 


Fat. 1°88 

















IN ANSWERING THESE 


ADVERTISEMENTS 


PLEASE MENTION COLLIER’S I 
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SANDORSTELE oe = ge ~=—Ss- | A $5 Present That Will Last 20 Years 








A moderate-priced watch of high-price excellence 








2S AG RRR eT 
























s 
§ Christmas 

The Iver Johnson Time : ., : , ‘ 

the only sonra Here is a 7-jewel watch having a bridge-model movement like the very best ‘ 
RE hat is worthy of the be especially careful to guard models of the fine American watches. No other 7-jewel watch is made in this type. 

name “Safety.” against inferior articles and The Ingersoll-Trenton is the competitor of all fine watches. Its movement is 

st It simply can’t go substitutes. To get the best, all- | strictly high-grade, but without unnecessary jewels. It contains 7-ruby, sapphire 
' off until the trigger is around revolver, simply ask for the and garnet jewels, protecting the points of principal wear and will give 20 years 


of service. 

It embodies every essential feature found exclusively in the most expensive 
American movements. 

Other watches have increased in price since the Payne Tariff Bill was passed. 
The ««I-T’’ prices are the same as they have always been advertised. 

This is the only fine watch that gives you the full worth of your money. 


deliberately pulled. 
“It can be safely 
- dropped, thrown 
gainst a wall, or 
you can 









IVER 
JOHNSON 


Safety 


Automatic Revolver 






| Hammer the 
Hammer 


It won't go off. When 
you pull the trigger, it 














IT IS THE NEW 




































fe ‘shoots straight and hits And to be sure that it IS a genu- 

5. hard. ine Iver Johnson, look for the 

| “Our Free Book; “Shots,’’ tells Owl’s Head on the grip. a 2 
in detail why the Iver Johnson is 

ls the best revolver for the pocket, the desk The Best 7-Jewel Watch 


and all-round use. -dHandsome: indesign and = 

















t 
e “perfect in construction. Our catalogue, also. free, One grade $ in solid $ in 10 year $ in 20 year 
shows all the mechanical details. of move- nickel —= filled gold filled 
ee 3 ment only case case 
Iver Johnson Satety Hammer Revolver Wer Johnson Safety Hammeriess Revolver 
Richly nickeled,3-in. bbl, aa:rim-fire, 32 $6 Richly nickeled, s-inch barrel, 32 center- $7 
Sognter-Aire, or ¢ (in. 98 center-fire cartridg fire, of 3 inch 38 centre-fire cartridge, \ X ) h t | abo t the 6 » * i 9 
Sold by Hardware and Sporting Goods dealers everywhere, or sent prepaid on receipt of peice if a peop e sae u 
8, dealer will pot supply. -Look for the owl's head on the grip and cur name on: the barrel, 
IVER JOHNSON’S ARMS AND CYCLE WORKS, 146 River Street, Fitchburg, Mass. To make a watch of such reliability as the ee a ee, te ee 
New Yorki'gg Chambers Street Hamburg, Germany: Pickhuben 4 Ingersoll for a Dollar has always been regarded sales and help of your advertising cam- 
: Sao Francisca: Phil. 8. Bekenrt Co. 717 Market St, as a noteworthy manufacturing achievement. It | paign will compensate.” 
« ed o . “a | . . . 
Makers of lvec Johasoa Slagle Barrel Shotguas jad trer Johasoa Fruss-Bridge Bloycles demonstrates great manufacturing ability. Here is what a purchaser in Middletown, 
This same ability has now been applied in an- Conn., writes: 


“Watch received O. K. through Mr, 
Atwell. It has been compared daily with 
Standard time since February 18, and has 
apparently not varied over a fraction of 


other factory to the production of the Ingersoll- 
Trenton, a watch of entirely different construc- 
= : SS5555555 : tion from the dollar watch, a typically high-grade 













































ed. . e . on te ee } a second. Needless to say, I am well 
THE This Good Oil Can time-piece yet just as remarkable a value. | pleased with it.” . 
UNIVERSITY OF CHIGAGO ys is what a leading jeweler in San Francisco A customer in Knoxville, Tenn., writes: 
ll ' UI J 4 si at “The ‘I-T’ watch came all right. It 
i OFFERS “I am very much pleased with the | is a very pretty watch, and so far I am 
ated A ™ of 31 in Ouse ‘I-1’ watches, and though the retail | much pleased with it.” 
* Graduate and Undergradu- 
ro ate Courses in Arts, Litera- 
on ture, and Science, and oa P 
(ie Note ‘‘I-T’’ Plain or 
. Professional Courses in M r F Cc $s 
‘a Divinity, Law, Medicine, This liberal offer is made onogram ancy Vase 
P and Education. solely to introduce 3-in-One on Dial 
to new people. Only one can to each 
oe Every department and group Va omume. ;. ne One is best for oiling sew- 
~* of allied de oe Ag ore ing machines, guns, bicycles, typewriters, locks, 
ing s dg Se “goers hinges, everything in any home or office that 
fill ie the ay A pe h: 1 aor pone needs lubrication. Won't gum or collect dust. 3- 
ive oot dag ay Se Oa ee in-One is the only preparation that 
WINTER QUARTER BEGIN LUBRICATES, POLISHES, 
rR 2TER EGINS 
, 0. JANUARY 3, 1910 PREVENTS RUST 
: ; It removes dirt and stains ive fine furniture and 
—— Students admitted at open- pianos—enters the pores of the wood and preserves 


ing of each quarter, Winter, 
Spring, Summer, Autumn. 


THE 
UNIVERSITY OF CHICAGO 


CHICAGO, ILLINOIS. 


and protects the high finish. Prevents rust on any 
pert yee saa W rite at once for this good oil and 
can. Either alone is worth 10c. THREE-IN- 
ONE OIL CO., 35 Broadway, New York 





























" WOULD YoU PAY 5eo ed 
" ° You can buy the “I-T’’ only at Responsible Jewelers 
ier —— ———— — 
> FOR THIS LARGE SAMPLE ? 
0 The ‘‘I-T’’ watch can be handled only by Jewelers who are competent to regulate and repair it 
s. . and who will sell it at the moderate prices established and advertised by us. The ‘‘I-T’’ is new now. 
3 Christmas Perfume Jewelers who have not yet put it in stock, or those who demand exorbitant profits, as well as those 
= whom we consider irresponsible and undesirable as sales agents, may recommend something else. 
ss ? But in your own interest simply insist upon examining the new ‘‘I-T°’ and comparing it in qual- 
% a ity, appearance and price with others. Many Jewelers display the ‘‘I-T’’ in their windows. Our 
ng free booklet, ‘‘How to Judge a Watch,”’ is a complete explanation of watch construction which every 
- makes a delightful gift. It is an exquisite perfume for man W ho carries a wate h should understand. Send to our home office for it and also for list of local 
» : ; ° ° jewelers who sell the ‘‘I-T. 
handkerchief, atomizer and bath, and is appreciated by all 

4 women and men of refinement. ll ‘an er diet Office 

Kt Send for the sample to-day, enclosing 5c. (to pay postage Robt. H. Ingerso & Bro. NEW YORK CITY 








and packing). ‘Try it and then buy a large bottle from any 
first-class drug or department store. 


Price 75c. per bottle (6 oz.) 


oy 
98 


























98 aera 5 :' ' ; 
298 Meat snc) Werhave put up fo the oly td» limied quntiy of his fxgaat |! MOVING PICTURE MACHINES—POST CARD PROJECTORS 
nuine ctual Size ay . t 
_ with " - preparation, one bottle ma box. Order early from your dealer. Motion Pictures, Talking Machines and our Wonderful New Post Card Projectors for home amusement. Our Motion 
He in. Send for this special ED. PINAUD’S Lilac embodies the very heart of the living blossom Picture Mi achines ‘for Entertainment Work are the wonder of the year. 
be, We Christ | “ge bake dlulic A tae . Perfect, thrilling moving pictures, just as shown at the big Theatres 
8, ex- ristmas sample to- —it 1s exquisitely delicate and lasting. Our Post Card Projector shows perfectly sharp and clear, 6 to 8 foot pic 
eskin day enclosing 5c., and tures, in natural colors, from views, post card pictures. clippings from 
s gift. ’ 8 ies papers, books, etc. Our machines are the finest, and all sold at a price 
7REE address our PARFUMERIE ED. PINAUD any onecanafford. We have the only practical machine for ente rtaining 
. . ’ » Send to day for our illustrated catalogue No. 6 and special circulars 
N.M. American Offices Dept. 816 ED. PINAUD B LD G New York home entertainment or No. 124 for traveling exhibition work. 
1 CHICAGO PROJECTING CO., 225 Dearborn St., Dept. 123, Chicag« 
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To You, 
the Undecided 


That person whom you wish 
especially to please, that person 
whom you find it difficult to choose 
for, will be sure to appreciate a 


Premoette 


The lightest and most compact of 
cameras, it will get him pictures of 
everything he’s interested in with 
practically no effort on his part. 
Twosizes: 24x34 and2’%x4. 
Prices, $5.00 to $10.00. 


For a boy, a girl, a man or woman of any 
age, our booklet of Christmas suggestions and 
general catalogue will describe a gift that's 
sure to please, at prices from $2.00 to $200.00. 
Both are free. Ask the dealer or write us. 


Rochester Optical 
Division 

Eastman Kodak Co. 
Rochester, N. Y. 





























By Our Direct-From-Factory- 
To-You Selling Plan. 


Write for our Catalog No. 176 and compare 
our prices and quality with others. That’s all 
the proof you need. , 

Thousands of our customers have written us 
there’s no better stove than the Kalamazoo 
anywhere at any price. Hundreds of thousands 
are now inuse. Our catalog tells you how to 
buy—how to know a good stove. Our credit 
plan makes paying easy for all responsible 
persons. 

We make stoves and ranges of every kind. 

Select from our Catalog—buy direct from us 
—the manufacturers—for 


Cash or Credit 


360-days’ approvaltest. Freight 














prepaid. Safe delivery guaranteed. ie 
KALAMAZOD STOVE CO., Mfrs., (07 
Kalamazoo, Mich. 


yW aCe ev iitevsuy) 


Direct to ‘You 





New Year Favors 


Noise Makers in great variety, good assortment, 60c and $1.20 per doz. 
Celluloid Favor horns, $3.00 per doz, Miniature metal bells, 20c doz. 
Miniature chafing dish, 15c. Hour Glass, 5c. Miniature water 
wagon, 20c. Champagne cooler, 15c. Champagne bottles, 10c. Bell 
for candy or ice cream, 30c. Jack Horner Pie, 12 Ribbons, $3.00. 
Snapping Mottoes, 25c, 50c, $1.00 per box of 1 dozen, Tally cards, 
30c doz. Dinner cards, 50c doz. New Year's Prosperity Checks, 50 
doz, New Year's Prosperity Passes, 50c dozen. Party invitations, 
35¢ per doz. We make nice assortments of dinner favors, $3.00 and 
$5.00. Catalog of favors for the whole year free on request. We do 
not pay postage. B,Shackman & Co.. Dept. 36, 812 roadway, N.Y. 


Fancy Selected Pecans 


Choicest and most nutritious nuts grown. 
Will ship by express, charges C. O. D.— 
F. O. B. Llano, Texas, lots of five pounds 
or more, at twenty cents per pound. Nice 
holiday package. Mail us your orders. 


WESTERN NUT CO. LLANO, TEXAS 


GEE R 











are the best. Always on their own ros. Plants 
sent to any point in United States. Safe arriva 
guaranteed. Over 50 years’ experience. Write for 


Dingee Guide to Rose Culture 





for 1910—the leading rose catalogue of America. 
118 Pages. Mailed free. Describes over 1,00 
varieties. Tells how to grow them and all other de- 
sirs flowers. We also sell the best flower and 
vegetable seeds. Established 1850. 70 greenhouses. 


The Dincer & Conard (o., Box 48, West Grove, Pa. 





PICTURE PUZZLES| 





IP A PICTURE IS WORTH FRAMING 
WHY NOT A PICTURE PUZZLE? 





This is what is done with the CROWN PICTURE PUZZLES 
each puzzle being furnished with stained, varn shed frame—a new 
and convenient feature—holding the pieces in place while forming 
the puzzle, adding much to the app earance of the picture 


Subjects are ‘Sine $1.00__$2 - ast ee iat +} Chfataniredier 
$1.50 Size $1.00—$2. ize 

Sebo 1.” $1:50-$5.00 * $4.00 } Postpaid 
Send money or " 


. jer or heck. Agents wante everywhere 
Crown Picture Puzzle Co., 222 N. Halsted St., Chicago, Il! 


FREE LEE’S 


**Chicken Talk’’ 





Written by Geo. H. Lee himself. Story of success from | 
starting with a dozen hens 20 years azo. Interesting 
Profitab'e to large and small raisers. Send postal today 


GEO. H. LEE CO.. 1127 Harney St.. Omaha. Neb 
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BOOK 


| Cwo Christmas Saints 
| Bp M. O. Caruthers 
| IME. was, as Christmas Eve drew 


| near, 

Of Santa and his twelve reindeer, 

| A little lad, I sat and dreamed— 

| A presence real the old Saint seemed, 

| And on that Night of Nights, I'd hark 
| To hear his sleigh bells in the dark, 
And watch, for fear to miss his face 
When he came down the chimney place. 


UT now, though day dreams throng 
| my mind, 
| No trace of Santa Claus I find! 
| My Christmas saint has changed. 
Of jolly, wrinkled visage red, 
Behold a lady where she stands, 
The fairest maid in all the lands! 
Her thrall am I for weal or wo— 
| Sweet saint, whose crown is mistletoe ! 


| 


Instead 


A Creed 
By PD. BD. Bismarck 


O BE earnest; to be strong; 

To make light the way with song; 
Slow to anger; quick to praise ; 
Walking steadfast through the days, 
Firm of purpose, sure of soul, 

Pressing onward to the goal, 
Upright, even, undismayed, 
Sure, serene, and unafraid. 


O BE patient; to be kind; 

To be purposeful, and find 
Sweetness all along the way; 
Loath to judge, but firm to say 
Truth with unrelenting tongue; 
By no cavil veered or swung 
From the right; and to endure 
Hopeful, helpful, clean, and pure. 


O BE gentle; to forgive; 
True to life and glad to live; 
To be watchful and to be 
Rich with boundless charity ; 
To be humble in success, 
Strong of heart in bitterness, 
Tender, gracious, thoughtful, good 
In our man-and-womanhood. 


O BE smiling; to be glad 

For the yesterdays we've had; 
| To be grateful all the way 

For the beauties of To-day; 

To be hopeful and to see 

In the days that are to be, 

Bigger, better, broader things, 
Robes of purple, crowns of kings! 


Christ's Birthday 
By John Arbving Peuarce, Fr. 


HE hour grows on to midnight; 
The snow lies deep; 
The stars are lamping clear-bright, 


The wild winds sleep. 


| Abt nature in quiescence 
Its heart-throbs stills ; 
Await the Master’s presence 


Th’ eternal hills. 





N paradise an angel 

The gate throws wide 
And speeds the glad evangel 

Of Christmas-tide. 


HE shepherd in his dream 
The message hears ; 

| Again the starry beam 

| To him appears. 





E’R teeming town and plain 
It sheds its ray; 

| And Love is born again 

| On Christ's birthday. 


J 
40 






between eye 
and carriage. 3S 
Real Visibility 


‘A 


ee 


Ei 

| writer Excellence pointed out by the tags shown above, 
every owner and every operator should be keenly inter- 
ested in that great typewriter advantage of the Monarch, 


a 


fore a distinct saving. 


and the best possible service. 





Monarc 


which is a wonderful saver of human energy. 
work and better work with greater ease is the net result 
of this exclusive feature of the Monarch machine. 

To the operator it means ‘‘ No 3-o’clock Fatigue,” 
but steady work with ease right up to closing time. 
the employer it results in more work accomplished, there- 










Addition 


to the points of Monarch 'Type- 


Light 
Touch 


More 


To 


It is the machine the operator should insist on and the employer 
should furnish, and for the same reasons—economy of time and strength 


These are strong assertions, but we can conclusively demonstrate 
their truth to anyone who is unprejudiced. 


For Catalogue and full particulars address 


THE MONARCH TYPEWRITER COMPANY 


Executive Offices, Monarch Typewriter Building, 


300 Broadway, New York 


Canadian Offices, Toronto; Montreal 
BRANCHES AND DEALERS 


THROUGHOUT THE WORLD 








For Children 


—Under 5 years 
—Between 5 and 10 years 
—Between 10 and 15 years 
Start a Home Library this year for 
the children. 
Let the foundation be a few good 
books in a 


Globe=Wernicke 


Bookcase Unit 

We furnish lists of the ‘‘World’s 
Best Books’’ for ‘‘Kiddies’’ as well as 
““Grown-ups’’— besides an art cata- 
logue replete with interesting plans 
for the home. 


Write Dept.c W.today for both 
publications, Sent free. 


The Globe “Wernicke Co., 
Cincinnati, U. S. A. 



























WHITE 
APPHIRES 


SS 


For Christmas 3 
As brilliant as a Diamond ‘The next hardest stone 





GUARANTEED TO NEVER SHOW WEAR 
Ladies’ 1 ct 14k Tiffany Ring, $10) 
Men’s 1 ct 14k Belcher Ring, $15 ( Sent ©. 0. D 
ND FOR BOOKLE 


Sk T 
WM. COMERFORD, 20 S. Division Street, BUFFALO, N. Y. 





IN ANS 


WEBRING THESE ADVERTISEMENTS 


| THe 
| Suspender 


| allows perfect free- 
| dom of movement. 
It does not strain 
| if you stoop, kneel, 
lounge or recline. 
| The 


| Double Crown Roller 


a patented device 
found only on The 
Kady is the reason. 
Finest quality of elastic 
webbing. Many handsome 
patterns. 


50c and 75c a pair 


If your dealer doesn’t keep 
The Kady, write us, and 
we will tell you where to 
| get a pair. 

There is no substitute 
for The Kady 


THE OHIO SUSPENDER CO. 
Dept. B, Mansfield, 0., U.S. A. 














THE ONLY 
SUSPENDER 
With THE 

DOUBLE CROWN 

ROLLER. 































Business of Your Own? 





| 

| 

| 

| I know of many places where new stores are net 
| 


ded— 
and I will tell you about a retail line which will pay hand- 
some profits on small investment—a line sure to lead to 
the general or department store. No charge for my 8€f 
vices. Write today for particulars and booklet 


EDWARD B. MOON, 1 West Water Street, CHICAGO 


PLEASE MENTION COLLIER’S 
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' 
“Shaving’s epee with that O Ss e s a fe CG 
my tender skin.” i. ° 
Shortens mings now in California 
ti There are no chilling blasts, no icy pavements, no 
i blinding snow storms. Three days of happiness on 
wit . 7 
Cass Shave i The Golden State Limited 
ti E via Rock Island Lines 
‘ it : ie re and you may revel in the balmy sunshine of California 
Just sprinkle the wet brush i earn aaa amid a riot of fragrant blossoms. 
fae alifornia for ; ‘ ; nim : - 
and lather your face. & healthful outdoor The going is not a journey, it's a joy, if you use the 
ile: eelfen, ddine Golden State Limited. 
. i! boating and the tug Every detail of perfect service by the route of lowest 
re) tening i and struggle of fish altitude. Daily from Chicago to Los Angeles, Santa 
ii worth fighting for. Barbara and San Francisco. Annex car from St. Louis. 
. ” tt : ; ; 
{ Soothin —Sanitar ots Other good trains every day from Chicago, St. Louis, 
; g y Kansas City, Omaha and Memphis,with choice of routes. 
stelle, Bare’ crotch . Our new beautiful’y illustrated book on California, 
— Fresh soap with every shave. No | free on request, will give you a world of helpful detail. 
soap that touches brush or skin is | John Sebastian, Pass. Traffic 1823 La Salle eon Chicago, Ill. 
hae te ras Kock sland-frisco | ines 
the fingers, or making it in a cup. 
Aseptic and Germicidal i 
Hathaway Bldg., Boston, Mass. 
Analytical Chemist and Bacteriologist 
“| have examined Colgate’s Rapid-Shave Powder, 
purchased on the open market, and find it to be 
notably free from uncombined alkali. 
“It is aseptic, and as used for shaving, it is ger- 
micidal.” 
(Signed) FRANK B. GALLIVAN, Ph.D 
July i 909. 
« ‘peiakle  fitele powder on ( Reports of other eminent chemists sent on reques! ) 
the wet brush’—simple! ” 
meine 2 The quickest and cleanest way 
of making a lather as lasting and 
delightful as that made by our 
famous Shaving Stick. 
Best for a safety razor. Every bit 
of powder is worked into lather. 
No soap clings to razor’s edge. 
Trial box sent for 4c. 
COLGATE & CO. 
Dept. W 
55 John St., New York 
Makers of 
Cashmere Bouquet Soap 
‘Lather yc ur face ’—de light. 
ful, and ‘rapid’ too!” 
66 >] 
SFC Mee os F-V 8 - ae ed, 8 oo 
Two Sizes, soc. and $1.00 
‘= , 
— Preserves and Promotes Hair Growth 
Retail Your Money Back if it Doesn't 
by Sold and guaranteed by Only One Druggist in a place. Look for The Fexall stores. 
a een his eectain!y to emecth, and ‘The blade did pull yeste “Plenty of time for breakfast They are in over 2500 towns and cities in the United States. 
| pay hand- hought that blade was dull.” chat tmahen thet atte rom Se cool ans eae 
to lead to ll cistat sole Tio Ml de UNITED DRUG COMPANY,6 5 LEON STREET, BOSTON, MASS. 
for my sef Pe en rae et SS LES TR RINE BS eae ee 
CHI AGO IN ANSWERING THESE ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION COLLIER’S 





























HAT more practical gift could 
you give——or receive—-than a Foun- 
tain Pen that fills, cleans and regu- 
lates itself——that cannot leak even 
when carried point downward—that always writes at 
the first stroke, and never misses a stroke——and that never 


scratches, catches or blots ? 


Buy an ONOTO 
Fountain Pen 
and your Gift Problem 
is solved. 


Remember—every Onoto Fountain Pen is sold with the 
Privilege of Exchange until the size and point suit ex- 
actly-—and with an unconditional Guarantee of ‘Satisfaction 
or money back.’’ 

This protects both the Giver and Receiver absolutely. 


Four sizes—$2.50, $3, $4, and $5. 


The $3 size only measures 4% _ ferent style points in each size. Sold 
inches long when closed, and the by leading dealers everywhere. 
cap screws on the barrel—just If no nearby dealer will supply 
right to carry inaman’s lower you—vwrite for catalog No. 17 
\ a vest pocket orina woman’s and name of local Onoto 
~ handbag. Fifteen dif- dealers—or order direct. 


% ONOTO PEN CO. 


261 Broadway 
New York 




















